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hristin a, a poor little girl ot 
about ten years old, was in 

the wood gathering strawber- 
ries. It was a very hot afternoon ; and in 
the open sunny part of the wood, where 
there was not a breath of air, the heat Was 
almost overpowering. Her light straw 
bonnet was equally ineffective, in protect- 
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ing her fiom the burning rays of the sun. 
The clear drops stood upon her forehead, 
anc. her cheeks glowed like fire ; still she 
continued diligently to gather the straw- 
berries, without ever looking up. “ For/’ 
said she, cheerfully, as she wiped her fore- 
head with her handkerchief, "it is for my 
sick mother. The money, for which I will 
sell my berries, will procure some little 
thing to revive her.” 

Towards evening, with her basket full 
of strawberries, she went through the wood 
towards home. It began to rain. The 
drops fell more and more loudly among 
the leaves of the trees, and heavy peals ot 
thunder resounded in the distance. As 
she came out of the wood a tempest arose ; 
the rain beat furiously against her, and 
black clouds arose in the fiery evening 
sky, towering over one another like moun- 
tains. Christina knew that the lightning 
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most frequently strikes the highest trees, 
and, therefore, she sought shelter at a dis- 
tance from them, beneath some lowly hazel 
bushes, and here she stood waiting till the 
storm should pass away. 

But suddenly she heard, among the bush- 
es close at hand, a mournful cry, almost 
like that of a little child. The storm and 
rain, thunder and lightning, did not pre- 
vent this good compassionate little girl, 
from going to see what it was. She went ; 
and lo ! there was a tender little lamb, all 
dripping with rain and shivering, and evi- 
dently strayed from its home. “ Ah ! you 
poor little creature!” said Christina, “you 
must not perish ; come, I will take you 
home with me.” And she took the lamb 
carefully in her arms, and as soon as the 
rain ceased, she hurried home with it to 
her little thatched dwelling. 

-Oh, see. dear mother,” said she, as 
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soon as she entered their clean tidy little 
room, “ look what I have found ! Look 
what a beautiful little sheep ! O how lucky 
I was ! What care I shall take of it ! it 
shall be my only pleasure !” 

“ Child , ” said the sick mother, raising 
herself up in bed, and supporting her head 
on her hand, “ in your joy you forget that 
this lamb must have an owner. It has 
only strayed away, and, therefore, we must 
give it back again. It probably belongs 
to tile rich farmer at Eich-hof. It is not 
right to keep other people's property a 
single night in the house. So you had 
better carry it home to-night." 

“ What nonsense !” cried a rough voice 
through the open window. “ It is folly to be 
so particular !” The man who said this was 
a mason, who, while outside repairing the 
wall of their cottage, had overheard their 

conversation. The mother and daughter 
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looked at him in alarm ; but he continued : 
“ Why do you make such strange faces ? 
I only speak for your good. We will cut 
up the lamb and divide it. We shall have 
a couple of little roasting pieces from the 
flesh, and the skin, too, is worth something. 
The rich farmer has more than a hundred 
fine large sheep; and, doubtless, he will 
never feel the loss of this poor little thing. 
So I will kill it immediately. And you 
need not be afraid. No one sees us, and 
you may trust me ; I can be as silent,” 
said he, flinging a trowel full of mortar on 
the wall — “ as silent as a wall.” 

Christina was shocked at what the mason 
said. The thought how wicked it would 
be to keep the lamb, now became clear to 
her. M You are wrong,” said she to the 
mason. “ Though no man sees us, yet 
God does ! But you, dearest mother, are 

right — and I only wonder that what you 
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laid did not occur to myself. Gladly 
indeed/' continued she, while the tears 
started into her eyes, “gladly would I have 
kept the little lamb! Yet we ought to be 
willing to obey our good God/' 

She wrapped the lamb in her apron, 
and went with it towards Eich-hof, though 
the rain had not yet quite ceased, and the 
sun had almost set. 

When she drew near Eich-hof, she saw 
the farmer’s wife standing at the house- 
door, with her youngest child in her arms, 
while the elder ones stood around her. 
They were looking reverently at the beau- 
tiful rainbow, which now, after the storm, 
appeared among the dark gray clouds, in 
all the splendor of its seven colors. “ Look 
at the rainbow,” said the mother, as she 
pointed towards it with uplifted arm, “ and 
glorify Him who has formed it. In the 

fiery lightning and the fearful thunder 
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Christina was charmed, now in looking 
at the beautiful colors of the rainbow, now 
at the smiling countenances of the chil- 
dren ; and she was silent till the rainbow 
had disappeared. Then she took the lamb 
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out of her apron, and setting it on its feet, 
told how she had found it. 

“ It was very good and honest of you,” 
said the farmer’s wife, kindly, “ to come out 
so late in the evening, and even while it 
was raining! You are a good, honest 
little girl.” 

“ That she is, indeed !” said the farmer, 
who now came out. “ I trust that you, 
my children, will ever be as honest and 
upright as this poor little girl. It is better 
never to have a single sheep, and to be 
honest and virtuous, than to be the dis- 
honorable and dishonest possessor of a 
hundred. The honesty which impelled 
this poor child to bring back the lamb, is 
a treasure of the heart, more precious 
than a whole flock of sheep; a treasure 
of which the wolf or the enemy can never 
deprive her.” 

Frank, the farmer’s little boy, now ran 
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to the fold and brought out the old sheep. 
How the little thing "imped and sprang 
about her for joy ! “ Oh !” cried Christina, 
when she saw this ; “ if it were only for 
this delight that the poor little thing feels, 
I do not regret bringing it back — though 
I wished so much to keep it !” 

" Well,” said the farmer, “ since you are 
so honest, and so fond of the little creature, 
I will make you a present of it. But it 
would do you no good at present. It can- 
not live without milk, and would perish 
miserably. But in about a fortnight it 
will be strong enough to feed on grass 
and herbs, and then Frank will bring it to 
you.” 

“ But be sure to take good care of it,” 
said his wife. “ It will neither be trouble- 
some nor expensive to bring it up. While 
you are gathering strawberries or sewing, 
you can easily herd it, and, without ever 
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trespassing on any one’s meadow, you can 
gather as much grass to dry for hay, as 
will feed it during the winter. When it 
once grows up, the milk will be very use- 
ful for your own and your mother’s hum- 
ble housekeeping, and the wool will sup- 
ply a few pairs of stockings every year.” 

“ And if you liave luck,” said the farmer's 
little boy, “ perhaps you will have a whole 
flock in time !” 

Christina was forced to stay for supper, 
and heartily enjoyed the milk and bread 
and butter. The good woman then gave 
her a fine large slice of fresh rich butter, 
wrapped in vine-leaves, and a dozen of 
eggs, to carry home. “ Take these to your 
mother,” said she, while she carefully put 
the eggs in her apron ; “ greet her kindly 
from me, and may God soon restore her to 
health !” 

Christina hastened joyfully home through 
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Ae flowery little valley. Meanwhile the 
sky had cleared, and the evening star and 
the slender moon, which now appeared for 
the first time, beamed gently into the val- 
ley. All the flowers and shrubs still drop- 
ped with rain, and had a fragrant perfume. 
Christinas heart felt indescribably happy. 
“The heaven and earth,” thought she, 
“ are always more beautiful after a storm ; 
but 1 never before saw them look so sweet 
and lovely as they do this evening.” 

When she reached home she told all 
this to her mother. “ You see,” said hei 
mother, “ it is just as I told you. That is 
the pleasure of a good conscience. When 
we do what is right, our heart is filled 
with sweet peace ; for God teaches us 
through our conscience that He is pleased 
with us. O Christina, always hearken to 
the voice of conscience, and never do any 
thing that is not right and just before God. 
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You know well we are poor, and have 
very little in this world ; but let us keep a 
good conscience, and we are rich enough, 
and we will never want happiness — yes, 
the noblest and sweetest happiness in the 
world will be ours.” 

Christina now counted the days till she 
should get her lamb. Had there been an 
almanac in the house, she would have 
looked at it every day. But as it was, she 
looked every evening at the moon, and 
then went to bed happy. “FoV’ said 
she, “ when it is full, I shall have my 
lamb.” 

At last it was full moon — and the moon 
began again to decrease — but still the 
lamb came not. Christina waited, and 
waited, and, at length, almost gave up all 
hope. “ I will never see my little lamb 
again !" said she, one evening as she sat 

mournfully by the bedside of her mother. 
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‘ Have patience,” said her mother ; “ pa- 
tience brings roses.” And lo ! at that very 
moment the room door opened, and the 
merry farmer’s boy entered with the lamb, 
and a basketful of fresh green fodder for it. 
Christina sprang up, full of joy, and, kneel- 
ing down beside the lamb, stroked it kindly, 
and said, “ O how pretty and how big it 
has grown meanwhile! I should hardly 
have known it ! How white and curly its 
wool is ! Oh, now my happiness is com- 
plete.” 

“ I would have brought the lamb several 
days ago,” said the boy, “ but my father 
said, ‘wait a little longer; and it will 
thrive much better, and be still larger and 
stronger.’ ” 

“You and your parents are so kind!” 
said Christina : “ how 1 should like not to 
be so poor, that I might give you some- 
tiling I But from the very first wool that 
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I get from my lamb, I shall knit you a 
nice pa.r of stockings : you shall see I will 
keep my word.” 

The boy now went away, and Christina 
led her lamb into the little shed behind 
the house, and strewed the fodder before 
it. The lamb soon became accustomed to 
her, and grew so tame, as to eat bread 
from her hand, drink milk from her cup, 
and follow her about like a dog. Christina 
had only to call and the lamb immediately 
sprang to her. When her mother saw 
how fond Christina was of her lamb, she 
would often say, “ Well, you do not now 
repent having done as I told you, and 
taken back the lamb ?” 

“ O dear mother,” replied Christina, “ as 
my lamb follows me when I call on it, so 
will I always follow you. For I well 
know, how infinitely more you love me 

than I love my lamb.” 
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CHAPTER II. 

HI B BARONESS VON WALDHEIM AND HEfl 
DAUGHTER EMILY. 

The village in which Christina lived, 
lay at the foot of a woody mountain. 
Among the -oaks upon the height arose 
the massive tower of an old castle. Here 
the Baroness von Waldheim had lived 
for the last few weeks. The castle had 
formerly belonged to her; but since the 
death of her husband, it was only assigned 
to her as a portion of her jointure. As 
the castle was somewhat dilapidated, she 
had had a few rooms, which commanded 
a beautiful prospect, newly fitted up for 
herself* and she now lived in solitude, 
entirely devoted to the education of her 
only daughter, Emily, a charming little 

girl about the same age as Christina. 
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As long as the strawberries lasted, Chris- 
tina came almost every day to the castle. 
Emily liked better to buy strawberries from 
her than from any one else, and called her 
nothing but, “ her pretty strawberry-girl ;** 
for the berries that Christina gathered 
were all perfectly ripe, and as red as scar- 
let. The dish in which she brought them, 
though of the commonest earthenware, 
was pure and white as snow ; and the 
cleanliness of her hands, and her whole 
appearance, was quite in keeping with 
that of the dish. 

But it was now eight days since Chris- 
tina had been at the castle ; and Emily, 
who liked strawberries better than any 
kind of sweetmeat, qften complained that 
her strawberry-girl stayed away so long. 
But one morning Christina came to the 
castle at last. The cook went into the 

drawing-room to announce her to th* 
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ladies, and Christina remained at the door. 
Emily came out immediately, and said, 
“ Why have you left me such a time with- 
out strawberries ? That was not right , 
for you know I never buy but from you. 
If you be so inattentive, you will lose my 
custom.” 

Christina's eyes filled with tears. “ Oh ! 
my good young lady,” said she, “ my moth- 
er has been sick all the spring ; but this 
week she was so very ill that I could not 
leave her even for an hour. It was only 
last night she became a little better, and 
this morning I went, at break of day, to 
the wood, that I might earn a few pence 
from you.” 

“ But why,” said Emily, “ did you not 
tell me long ago of your mother's illness ? 
My mother is not unkind to the poor. 
She would have assisted you in your die* 
tress.” 
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* Oh, my good young lady,” said Chris 
tna, “I know well how kind you and 
your mother are to the poor. But my 
mother says, as long as one can earn ones 
own bread, it is wrong to be a burden to 
anj one. There are many poor people 
who are unable to work, and it would be 
a sin to steal the bread from them.” 

Emily was much pleased with these 
words. “ Wait here a little,” said she 
kindly, and hastened into the room to 
speak with her mother. . The baroness 
desired to see Christina: Emily led her 
in ; and Christina was not a little aston- 
ished at the beauty of the room, the nice 
green walls, painted with wreaths of flow- 
ers, the large mirror with its golden frame, 
the pretty tables of polished brown wood, 
and the sofas and chairs covered with 
green silk, and the inlaid, polished floor 
In all her life she had never seen any 
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ming like it, and a kind of awe crept ovei 
her at the sight of so much beauty and 
splendor. 

The good lady, who was sitting at her 
embroidery-frame, was quite moved when 
she saw the poor bashful child standing at 
the door, her blue eyes still filled with 
tears, her neat, though humble, dress of 
white and red striped linen, her little y^How 
straw hat, and the dish of strawberries in 
her trembling hand. 

“ Come nearer to me,” said she kindly , 
you should not be afraid.” As Christina 
came near, she saw her image in the look- 
ing-glass. She had never before seen a 
large looking-glass ; for the one they had 
at home was no bigger than a pocket-book. 
At first sight she thought this was a rival 
strawberry-girl coming to meet her. She 
stood still in amazement. But what most 
astonished her was, that this girl was 
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dressed exactly like her, wore just such la 
straw hat, adorned with strawberry blos- 
soms, and just such a dish full of straw- 
berries in her hand. But she soon saw 
her mistake, and blushed over and over 
again. 

The baroness smiled at the poor child’s 
innocent mistake, and asked most kindly 
about her sick mother. Christina took 
courage once more, and answered every 
question distinctly. As she told of their 
poverty, and of her dear mother’s many 
sorrows and sufferings, her emotion was 
so great that she could hardly speak. She 
sobbed bitterly, and the tears flowed down 
her cheeks. 

“ Do not weep so, my dear child,” said 
the kind lady ; “ I will take care of your 
poor mother. But you must tell me where 
you live ?” 

“In the last house of the village/ re* 
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plied Christina; “from this window you 
may see the straw roof among the trees/' 

" What !” said Madam von Waldheim, 
“ the w’hite thatched cottage that looks so 
pretty among the dark green trees ? Is it 
♦here your mother lives ? And what is her 
name ?” 

“ Her name is Rosalie West,” said Chris- 
tina ; “ but in the village they generally 
call her ‘ poor Rosalie/ ” 

The good lady now’ paid her three times 
the price of the strawberries, and ordered 
the servants to fill the earthen dish, in 
which Christina had brought the straw- 
berries, with some of the best soup for hei 
sick mother. 

“ That is a dear good child,” said the 
baroness to Emily, when Christina was 
gone. ** I do not mean merely that she is 
such a pattern of neatness and cleanliness 
amidst all her poverty; but her love to 
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her mother is above all. Such a heart 
filled with filial tenderness, is more precious 
than a diamond star on the breast. O 
Emily ! if, as may yet happen, I lay there 
sick and miserable, as poor Christina’s 
mother, would you watch over me as ten- 
derly, serve me as dutifullv. and do as 
much for me ?” . 

Emily, in whose eyes tears had stood 
ever since Christina’s story, now threw 
herself weeping round her mother’s neck. 
“ May God keep you, dearest mother,” 
said she, sobbing, “from sickness, and 
misery. Rather may he send sickness 
to myself! But if it must be so, and if 
you should fall sick, oh, surely, surely, I 
would not do less for you, than Christina 
does for her mother.” 

“ God bless you, my dear child, for your 
filial love,” said the tender mother. “ O 

always remain so. and you shall enjoy 
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many happy days. For believe me, Goa 
will bless every child who honors and 
loves her parents. And believe me, you 
shall see, that he will yet let poor Christina 
see better days !” 

Meanwhile Christina returned home con- 
tented and happy. Her mother was de- 
lighted with her story, and the poor woman, 
who had for a long time tasted little but 
gruel, greatly enjoyed the rich soup. “ C 
dear Christina,” said she, clasping her 
hands, and looking piously to Heaven: 
“ God never leaves his own to perish. 
He always helps them in his own good 
time! — Therefore, let us ever trust :n 
Him ; but also, always do our duty non- 
estly and faithfully. For you see, dear 
Christina, had not you, from love to me, 
been so diligent in gathering strawberries, 
and also obeyed my injunctions of cleanli- 
ness and order, we would not have had 
3 39 
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the happiness to interest the good lady 
and her daughter in our poverty. You 
see that not the smallest good action goes 
without its reward ; for God makes use of 
it to touch generous hearts, and, through 
their instrumentality, to deliver us from 
want.” 


CHAPTER III. 

THE TWO MOTHERS 

The following day was Sunday. In 
the evening, after she had finished her 
little household labors, and fed her lamb, 
Christina was sitting by the bedside of 
her mother, reading aloud, slowly and dis- 
tinctly, with a soft and gentle voice. It 
was a beautiful evening, and the setting 
sun shone, with a deep red gleam, through 

the vine-leaves at the window. Into the 
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little room ; when, on a sudden, the Baron* 
ess von Waldheim, with Emily, stepped 
into the room. “Ah!” cried Christina, 
springing up, “ here are the good lady and 
her daughter!” The invalid was deeply 
affected by their kind visit. 

The baroness was delighted, as she 
glanced around the little room. The walls 
were snow-white, the few cups and plates 
upon the shelves were clean and shining ; 
the table, the bench, the few chairs, and 
the floor, cleanly swept. The bedclothes 
also, and the poor sick woman’s dress, 
poor as they looked, were perfectly clean. 
Madam von Waldheim sat down on the 
chair from which Christina had just risen. 
She was pleased to observe how tidy and 
neat Christina kept every thing; and she 
turned over the leaves of the l>ook, and 
praised Christina’s good, distinct reading, 
which she had heard. And as she saw 
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their work-basket in one corner of the 
room, she examined its contents, and was 
much pleased both with the mother’s and 
daughter’s work. 

“ You cannot have been brought up in 
this village,” said the baroness, “ for here , 
you could not have learned to work, or 
your daughter to read, so well. By what 
accident did you happen to come hither ?” 

“ Through a strange and very cruel fate, 
madam !” said the sick woman. “ My 
husband was huntsman in the service of a 
nobleman beyond the Rhine. We were 
scarcely two years married, and had lived 
in the greatest peace and happiness, when, 
suddenly, the French war broke out. Our 
master fled across the Rhine, and could 
not take us with him. My husband was 
advised to enlist in a hunter’s corps. It 
was impossible for me to follow him with, 
my daughter, who was then so little thk 
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she could not even lisp her father’s name 
We parted with a thousand tears. Alas! 
it was the last time I ever saw him. From 
time to time he wrote me that he was 
well • but on a sudden I heard that he was 
severely wounded, and soon after I heard 
that he died of his wounds. My grief was 
indescribable. Ah! he was good, kind, 
and honorable! I know not where his 
grave lies ; but he certainly rests in peace. 

“ My daughter and I were now reduced 
to the greatest poverty. I would have 
gone home to my parents; but the war 
had visited with its horrors all the neigh- 
boring places. My parents lost every thing 
they had in the world, and died of an in- 
factious sickness which the war had spread. 
I was forced to wander about. My prop- 
erty was easily carried ; for I had almost 
nothing but these two hands. After wan- 
ring a long time, I came to this village 
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This little cottage was unoccupied , and 
the honest family, to whom it belongs, 
allowed me to enter it, on condition that 
I should teach their two little girls to knit 
and sew, to which I willingly agreed. I 
have certainly suffered much — but God 
has ever watched mercifully over me, and 
always and in all places comforted and 
assisted me ; even to this moment when 
he has led you, my noble benefactress, 
under my straw roof. To him be thanks 
for all — both for sufferings and mercies !” 
The baroness listened throughout very 
attentively, and the bright tears shone in 
her eyes. “ Ah !” said she, “ my story is 
very Similar to yours, but still more melan- 
choly. For not only have I, like you, lost 
husband and parents, but also my only son. 
My husband was major of a regiment of 
hussars. In one of the first battles, in 
which he greatly distinguished himself, but 
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which was lost, he was dangerously wound* 
ed. At the frightful news, I hastened with- 
out delay to him with my two children. 
But I only had the mournful comfort oi 
seeing him once more. He died in my 
arms. You may imagine what were my 
feelings, but I cannot describe them. The 
defeat was succeeded by a hurried retreat 
All the roads were covered with fugitives. 
I was carried along with the multitude, 
hardly knowing what I did. My two 
children, — a beautiful boy of about four 
years, and my daughter who, at the time^ 
was not a year old, added to my distress. 
When I came with them to the Rhine, and 
tried to cross the bridge, the press of sob 
dierSj horse and loot, oi cannons, ammuni- 
tion cans, and wagons with the wounded, 
all forcing for a passage, was so great, 
that I could not approach it*, t Meanwhile 
the sun had gone down. They were stO] 
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ririrmishing at soma distance, to cover the 
retreat over the bridge. But the roar o 4 
the cannons approached nearer and nearer. 
Alas ! it was the most dreadful evening of 
my life. Some of the fugitives had taken 
possession of a barge, farther down the 
river, with which they proposed to cross. 
Out of compassion, they received me and 
my children. But the boat was so over- 
laden, and they were so unskilful in man- 
aging it, that it was upset. 

“ An officer, on the opposite bank, had 
perceived our danger, and sent out, to our 
assistance, two soldiers with a small boat, 
the only one that could be got. It reached 
us just as we were sinking. I and my 
daughter, whom I held fast in my arms, 
were saved from certain death in the 
waves, and brought, half dead, to land. 
But my son perished, apd was never more 
eeen.” 
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The baroness could say no more foi 
weeping, and she nid her face in her hand- 
kerchief. After a little, she continued : 
“ My daughter and I would certainly have 
perished from the cold and wet, had not a 
compassionate nobleman, who was pass- 
ing at the time, and who was also on his 
flight, received us into his carriage. But 
the anxiety and terror of the shipwreck, 
together with my grief at the death of my 
husband and son, and the hardships of 
flight, 'brought a severe illness upon me. 
When I recovered, I, for the first time, re- 
membered the consequences of my double 
loss. As my husband left no male heir, 
our possessions devolved to the prince of 
the land. Our castle was immediately 
taken possession of, and converted into an 
hospital for the sick and wounded. Owing, 
I must suppose, to the unsettled state of 
-he country, I was l eft for a long time 
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without my jointure , and as I had no 
residence of my own, I was obliged to 
pay a very high rent in the city, and at 
last was reduced to actual poverty. At 
length, however, a respectable annuity 
was assigned to me ; the amount for the 
preceding years was paid, and a part of 
this castle, which had formerly belonged 
to us, was fitted up for my reception. But 
the loss of my husband and my son can 
never be repaired ! Nevertheless, how- 
ever great this loss was, I have gained by 
it, for my sufferings have brought me to 
know God, and made me compassionate 
to the sorrows of my fellow-creatures. 
And then — what more can we desire upon 
earth, than a respectable competence, with 
a place where we may live an peace, may 
serve God, and do good to our fellow-men, 
in the blessed hope of once more meeting 
our lost ones in the glory of a better world.” 
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Meanwhile it had been growing late. 
Baroness Waldheim looked at her watch, 
and stood up. “ Have you had the advice 
of a physician ?” asked she. 

“ Ah no,” replied the sick woman. “ I 
am unable to procure a regular physician, 
and I thought it better to do without as- 
sistance at all than to employ a quack.” 

“ You are quite right,” said the good 
lady ; “ no assistance at all was much bet- 
ter than such would have been.” She then 
promised to send her own physician to the 
sick woman, and comforted her with the 
hope that, with God’s assistance, she would 
soon be better. She also told Christina to 
come every day to the castle for food foi 
her mother ; and then kindly wishing them 
both good-night, she returned with Emily 
tc the castle. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THB TWO DAUGHTEBS* AMUSEMENT* 

In about a fortnight the Baroness iron 

* 

Waldheim and Emily returned, to visit the 
sick Rosalie. Meanwhile she had become 
much better. The advice of the physician, 
and the nourishing food, had very much 
restored her. She was already up, and 
sat at her work-table sewing. As soon as 
she saw the good lady, she rose up, hast- 
ened to meet her, and tears of emotion 
and of gratitude ran down her pale cheeks. 
She could not find words to express her 
gratitude. The baroness seated herself at 
the opposite side of the table. She had 
brought her work-basket, and took out her 
work ; but she allowed Emily to go with 
Christina into the little garden, which 
stretched from the cottage to the brook, 
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and which belonged to the good farmer 
who had so kindly sheltered Rosalie. 

While the two mothers conversed with 
one another on their sad fate, their daugh- 
ters amused themselves in the garden. 



Christina showed her pet lamb to the 
young lady. Emily was quite delighted 
with the pretty little creature. As she 
had been brought up in a large town, she 
knew sheep only from her picture-book. 
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She had never seen a lamb closely. Chris- 
tina's lamb allowed Emily to stroke it, and 
ate the fresh green leaves that she held 
out to it in her hand, and ran after her as 
if wishing for more. Emily was quite 
enchanted ; she wished nothing better 
than to own such a lamb. But she was 
too good and generous to let it be ob- 
served. “No!” thought she, “for the 
whole world I would not deprive poor 
Christina of her only pleasure !” 

When the baroness and her daughter 
were gone. Christina told her mother how 
delighted Emily had been with her lamb. 

“ Well, then, Christina,” said her mother, 
“ you know how much Emily and her 
mother liave done for us. Had it not 
been for them I would perhaps have been 
now lying in the grave, and you would 
have had no mother. It is right that we 
show our gratitude as much as possible 
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You could now gratify Emily very much, 
but I fear it would be too hard on you. 
Still, were I in your place, I know what 1 
should do !” 

“Give her my lamb!” cried Christina, 
immediately. “ Yes, that I will,” con- 
tinued she ; “ she shall have it early to- 
morrow morning. Emily's mother has 
preserved to me what is dearest to me 
on earth — you, dearest mother! Why 
should not I be glad to give to her daugh- 
ter my little lamb, dear as it is to me ?” 

“ Well,” said her mother, “ I am glad to 
see that you have a grateful heart. That 
is more precious than if you had the weight 
of your lamb in gold.” 

The mother now remembered that she 
had among her things a little bit of red 
satin, with some gold spangles. She sought 
them out, and immediately sat down to 
make the satin into a collar for the lamb, 
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and with the spangles to embroider it with 
Emily’s name. Emily had made Christina 
a present of a pretty white neckerchief, in 
the corner of which the initials of Emily’s 
name were worked in blue silk. These 
initials served Rosalie as a pattern. She 
was determined to remain up till her work 
should be finished ; Christina assisted, and 
kept her company, now threading her 
needle, and now looking for the brightest 
and most beautiful spangles. At last, near 
midnight, her embroidery was finished, and 
Christina was so charmed with the appear- 
ance of the work, that she could hardly 
sleep for joy. 

With the dawn of the following morning, 
the good girl hastened to the brook with 
her lamb, and spent her last morsel of soap 
in washing the little creature ; and lo ! he 
was almost as pure and white as new-fallen 
snow. Then the mother put on his collar 
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The scarlet satin, with the gold letter^ 
looked so exceedingly beautiful among the 
white crisp curls of the wool, that Chris- 
tina and her mother gazed admiringly at 
the lamb, and could hardly cease prais- 
ing it. 

Christina now carried the lamb up to 
the castle. She went first ot all into the 
kitchen, to see the old cook, who had al- 
ways been very kind to her, and consulted 
her upon what would be the best way of 
sending in her present. The cook was 
quite delighted with the lamb, and praised 
Christina’s resolution very warmly. She 
took the lamb, and went to the door of the 
drawing-room, which she softly opened. 
The baroness was sitting at an open win- 
dow embroidering, while Emily read aloud 
to her. They were both so engaged as to 
perceive nothing. Then the cook gently 
pushed the hub through the open door 
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closed it again softly, and hastened back 
to the kitchen. 

The baroness and Emily had noticed 
nothing of all this. The lamb stood a 
little while at the door looking about, and 
then began to bleat loudly. Emily turned 
round, and cried, “ O, look at the lamb !” 
Then she took from the side-table some 
bread that remained from breakfast, and 
holding it out to the lamb, the poor little 
creature, which had eaten nothing that 
day, ran to her immediately, and ate it 
from her hand. Emily was quite delighted. 
The lamb appeared to her far more beau- 
tiful even than the day before ; and when 
she read the golden initials of her name, 
and saw, thereby, that the little creature 
was intended as a present to her, her joy 
was still greater 

w O how kind of Christina,” said she, 
* to give me what she loves best! But 
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I hardly like to take it. What do you 
think I should do, dearest mother ?” 

“ You must take it,” replied her mother, 
“ else I am sure you would grieve the good 
child greatly. But I shall try to reward 
her some other way.” 

Emily now hastened into the kitchen, 
to call her good strawberry-girl. Christina 
had wished to go away immediately, but 
the cook detained her; and it now cost 
Emily much trouble to persuade the modest 
little girl to enter the room. 

Meanwhile the baroness had taken out 
of her desk a gold piece, on which was 
the picture of a lamb. “ You have a very 
grateful heart, my dear little girl,” said she. 
as Emily led the blushing girl into the 
room. “ You have made my daughter a 
present, that you would not have parted 
with for gold. But you must take this gold 
iamb as a little remembrance from me.” 
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The good Christina was so moved by 
this kind way of giving, that she had much 
difficulty in refusing the present. But it 
would have grieved and hurt her far more 
to accept payment for her grateful present. 
She was in great embarrassment, and tears 
started into her eyes. “ O no, no, noble 
lady,” said she, “ I really cannot take the 
gold. It would take away all my pleasure 
Nothing but the purest and most heartfelt 
gratitude, induced me to bring my lamb a? 
a small humble present to Miss Emily , 
and, indeed, I cannot permit myself to 
be so over-rewarded for it.” She resist- 
ed all persuasion to take any thing in re- 
turn. 

This disinterestedness, on the part of one 
so poor, pleased the baroness still more 
than her simple rustic present. M Well,” 
said she, “I must try to reward you in 
some way that will suit your disposition 
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oettei. On account of your noble heart, 
you shall henceforth be my Emily's play- 
fellow. In your company she runs no risk. 
At first, therefore, you must come here 
every day after dinner. I will give you 
some work together, and then we shall see 
what more is to be done.” 

When Christina returned home, and told 
all that had happened, her mother was 
much pleased with her conduct. “You 
see now,” said she, “ that it is as I have 
often told you. The poorest child, — if she 
only strives from the heart to do what is 
right — will, in the end, find those who will 
prize her more for her goodness, than if 
she were covered with gold and precious 
stones. On the contrary, the richest and 
fairest maiden, if she has nothing else to 
recommend her, will never escape the 
contempt of the virtuous, nor engage the 

love and respect of good men. Virtue, 
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virtue alone is the sure way of being truly 
happy, oved, and honored.” 


CHAPTER V. 

A STRANGER APPEARS. 

From the gold-embroidered collat with 
which the lamb was adorned, the Baroness 
von Waldheim discovered that Rosalie was 
an excellent workwoman. But as this, art 
was not much prized in the village, Rosalie 
had, for a long time, quite given it up, and 
confined herself to knitting and sewing. 
Now, however, the Baroness von Wald- 
heim not only gave her commissions ot 
herself, but procured them for her from 
others ; so that in this way, poor Rosalie 
not only procured a comfortable subsist- 
ence, but also found frequent access to the 
eastle. 
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At first, Madam von Waldheim had 
oeen only actuated by motives of com- 
passion in her kindness to Rosalie, but, as 
she saw m ire of her, her compassion was 
by degrees changed into respect. She 
found very great pleasure in conversing 
"with so pious and intelligent a companion. 
People often wondered that a noble lady, 
the wife of a staff-officer, should feel friend- 
ship for the widow of a poor common sol- 
dier. But the baroness said, “ Well, was 
not my dear husband a soldier also ? And, 
in truth, the very fact of her husband 
having been a soldier, and, like my own, 
having died for our fatherland, was her 
recommendation to me. The similarity 
of our fate increased my interest in her. 
She, like me, is a widow ; like me, she has 
suffered much ; and, like me, she has an 
only daughter. Our daughters are about 

#che same age, and love each other ten- 
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derly — and if my Emily be only as good 
and noble as Christina, and Emily’s mother 
as good and noble as Christina’s mother, 1 
shall be quite contented. Certainly out- 
ward circumstances show the difference of 
people’s rank in society ; but a truly noble 
and good heart, is a person’s only real dis- 
tinction. This poor soldier’s widow is so 
modest, mild, and honorable, so proved by 
suffering, and so heartily pious, and, at the 
same time, so intelligent and accomplished, 
that I feel myself honored by calling her 
my friend.” 

Madam Von Waldheim continued to dis- 
tinguish her poor friend more and more. 
Every Sunday she came down from the 
castle to the village church ; and after 
service, she never passed by Rosalies 
humble cottage without looking in, at least 
for a few moments. She often told Chris- 
tina, who came daily to the castle, to bnng 
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hei mother with her, and, in a short time, 
they were both invited to come up every 
day after dinner. Then the baroness and 
her daughter, Rosalie and Christina, would 
sit down at a work-table, and employ them- 
selves for hours with a variety of beautiful 
work. And, afterwards, the good lady 
would make Rosalie drink tea with her, 
while Christina ate a slice of bread and 
butter with Emily. And in the evening, 
they would commonly go out all together, 
to take a little * t, J * ; # % J ^ • 

One bcaiftiM summer ewehibg; they all 
were walking -together ]in .the ' qa^-jwpr/d, 
which covered' the declivity of the Castle-" 
hill. Several shady walks strewn with 
nice gravel, led through the wood, and 
here and there was fixed a pleasant seat 
as a resting-place. The day had been 
very hot, and the air was, even yet, rather 
sultry. The baroness, with her companion 
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Rosalie, sat down upon a seat, hewn m 
the rock, and shaded by oaks. This 
seat, on account of the lovely prospect 
it commanded, was her favorite resting- 
place. 

Emily and Christina went on a little 
further, each carrying a little basket on her 
arm. It was now the season for raspber- 
ries, and Emily had long been anxious to 
pull some for herself. Christina led her to 
an open part of the wood, which was almost 
co^red; with -raspberry .bpshes.. Both the 
girls how-busied- themselves pulling and 
he&rtjily L * enjoying ; fragrant berries. 
Every now and then; the one called out 
to the other, “ Here are still finer ones ! ” 
And they always put the finest ones in 
tHeir baskets, to carry back to Emily’s 
mother. The lamb, which they had brought 
with them, ran about the open space, now 
grazing a little, now cropping at the bushes. 
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till by degrees it wandered a considerable 
way. 

Emily now perceived a young stranger 
who was stroking the lamb, and looking 
very attentively at its collar. She and 
Christina at once hastened towards him, 
for they were afraid he would carry away 
either the collar or the lamb. The young 
man looked up when he heard them ap- 
proach. His features were fresh and hand- 
some, and he wore a dark green dress of 
summer cloth, with a round hat. He 
appeared to be moved e^ en to tears, and 
looked up at Emily with a kind of aston- 
ishment and perplexity : at last he respect- 
fully took off his hat with his right hand ; 
but Emily was surprised to observe that in 
his left he held a gold ring. 

“ Pardon me, young lady,” said he, when 
he observed Emily’s anxiety, “ I should be 
very 3orry to hurt the lamb, which I see 
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tatongs to you. I was only looking at the 
etters which are embroidered on its col- 
lar. Probably they are the initials of your 
name ?” 

“ Yes,” replied Emily, surprised, “ they 
are. The three gold letters on the red 
satin are E. v. W., and my name is Emily 
von Waldheim.” 

" Emily ! Emily !” cried the young man, 
astonished. 

Emily was frightened at his vehemence. 
She believed him deranged, and felt very 
uncomfortable. “ Come, we ought not to 
stay here,” said she to Christina, and taking 
her by the hand, wished to run away 
But the young stranger recollected himself, 
and said quite calmly, 

“ I beg you will remain only a few mo- 
ments ! I have here a gold ring, on which 
the very same letters are engraved. You 
lee here E. v. W. ! It was on this account 
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ihat 1 examined the letters on the collai so 
closely ; for, it is of the utmost importance 
to me to find out to whom this ring be- 
longed. “ But,” continued he, sorrowfully, 
“ it is impossible it can have belonged to 
you; you see, opposite the letters is the 
date 1786. This dashes all my hopes. 
Tfou could not have been born at that 
time !” 

“ My mother’s name,” said Emily, “ is 
the same as mine ; she also is Emily von 
Waldheim.” 

“ What !” cried the young man, again 
agitated. “ Can it be possible ? Ah ! per- 
haps the ring belongs to your mother ; 
could you lead me to her ?” 

u With pleasure,” replied Emily, “ she is 
only a few hundred yards from this. Have 
the kindness to follow me.” They walked 
on : the young man placing her upon ms 
right, and Christina following with the lamb’ 
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When they approached the seat, the 
young man stopped modestly at a little 
distance, and looked at the Baroness von 
Waldheim for some moments in silence. 
His face was pale, as if from fear, and the 
hand in which he held the ring trembled. 
But soon recovering himself he approached, 
bowed respectfully, mentioned the singular 
coincidence of the letters, and handed her 
the ring. 

The Baroness von Waldheim took the 
ring — looked at the three letters — uttered 
a loud cry — and would have fallen, had 
not Rosalie supported her. 

“ Gracious heaven ! What is this ?'* 
cried she, when she had a little recovered 
from the first shock. “This is my hus- 
band's bridal ring. See, this ring on my 
finger, which my husband gave me at our 
betrothal, and which I always wear in 
memory of him. is exactly the same pat- 
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tern, only rather smaller. 0 tell me, tell 
me ! where you got this ring ? Who are 
you ? Who are your parents ?” 

The. young man became still paler, and 
trembled in every limb. “ My father,” 
said he, “ was killed in the war. My 
mother was a beautiful lady ; when I last 
saw her she was dressed in black, and she 
always wept bitterly. I had also a little 
sister called Emily. My mother was cross- 
ing the Rhine with us both. The boat 
sunk. I, at the time a child of four years 
old, was saved from the waves. But I 
have never heard more of my mother and 
little sister. The ring, and some other 
trifles, were found in a little package cor. 
taining my clothes ; but I can neither telJ 
any thing of my parents or country. My 
own name is Charles !” 

“ O Charles !” cried the Baroness von 
Waldheim, and fell upon the young man's 
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neck, “ you are my son ! Yes, you are 
my son ! — the very image of your father. 
O God ! O God ! how wonderful art Thou 
in thy ways !” cried she, while with up- 
lifted arms, she looked weeping towards 
heaven. And then, again, she embraced 
her son, and bedewed his face with her 
tears. The young man was so transported 
that he could utter no other words than 
“ O mother ! mother ! O my God — my 
merciful God !” 

Emily stood near, leaning on Christina, 
and trembled and wept. At last her moth- 
er cried, “ O Emily, behold your brother ! 
Charles, Charles, speak to your sister ! Oh 
my children, embrace each other.” 

Charles pressed his weeping sister to his 
arms, and cried, “ O my dear, dear sister ! 
O my God ! what joy Thou hast prepared 
for me, — so unexpectedly to find both moth- 
er and sister !” And Emily could not, for 
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weeping, utter a word but “ My dear, dear 
brother !” 

All three felt so happy, and had so rpuch 
to say, and so many questions to ask, that 
they forgot the whole world around them. 
The sun had set, and it became almost 
dark without their perceiving it. But Ro- 
salie at last reminded them it was time to 
xeturn to the house ; and Madam von 
WaJdheim returned to the castle leading 
her children by the hand, followed by Ro 
salie and Christina. 


CHAPTER VI. 

THE HISTORY OP CHARLES’S YOUTH. 

Madam von Waldheim ordered a little 
feast of joy to be prepared in the castle 
Emily covered the table with a cloth of 

dazzling whiteness ; and the wax lights in 
* 61 


Digitized by Google 



THE LITTLE LAMB. 


their massive candlesticks, were reflected 
in the glittering plate which stood upon the 
table. Charles took his place between his 
mother and sister, and Christina and Ro- 
salie were invited to join them. “For/’ 
said the baroness, “ had it not been for 
you and your lamb, I would never have 
found my dear son Charles !” Charles, 
who was very hungry after his jourriey, 
enjoyed his supper ; but his mother and 
sister could scarce eat a morsel for joy, 
and did nothing but look at him. They 
asked him numberless questions; but it 
was not till after supper that they requested 
him to tell his whole history, which he 
willingly did. 

“ Since the evening that I was saved 
from the Rhine,” said he, “ I have passed 
all my childhood and youth in the house of 
a good parish priest, called Engelhard, who 
lives beyond the Rhine. I would not now 
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re member any thing of ray childhood, and 
my dear parents, had he not often repeated 
to me the little a child of four could tell 
him. I have only a very dim recollection 
even of our shipwreck. But the good 
priest, who lives near the scene, and had 
diligently inquired all about me, has often 
described to me that frightful evening, and 
the terrible night that succeeded it. The 
war, with all its terrors, had, like a destruc- 
tive storm, swept over the whole district 
Two villages were on fire, and the flames 
illuminated every thing for miles around, 
with a red glare, tinging the black clouds 
with a ruddy glow, and gleaming fright- 
fully over the water. The defeated army 
had escaped over the river. But their 
conquerors pressed close upon them. The 
roar of the cannons was so loud, that it 
resembled a frightful storm, but sometimes 
you could even distinguish the fire of the 
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musketry. Whole families, fathers, moth- 
ers, and children, some in wagons, some 
on foot, had flocked thither; but when 
they reached the river, they had no means 
of proceeding farther. The tumult and 
confusion were indescribable. The good 
priest’s house was filled with the fugitives, 
and he was indefatigable in comforting 
and assisting them. On a sudden there 
was a loud knock at his door. He open- 
ed it — and there stood a soldier, with a 
little weeping boy in his arms. I was 
that little boy ! 

“ ‘ For God’s sake, father,’ cried the sol- 
dier, ‘have pity on this poor child, and 
take charge of him. I have just saved 
him from the river. But I have no place 
to take him to. This little wet bundle 
contains his clothes and something more. 
Take him — for I am obliged to go.* The 
good-hearted, kind old man took me in his 
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had been killed in the war, and that my 
mother had been crossing the Rhine with 
me and my little sister, when this accident 
befell us He spared no pains to learn if 
my mother and sister might not have been 
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saved from the frightful death of drowning 
As soon as possible he proceeded to the 
neighboring village, and inquired in all 
quarters. He met with several of those 
who had been on board the boat and had 
escaped. All spoke with respect and com- 
passion of the afflicted officer’s widow ; 
but they all agreed that she and her little 
child must certainly have perished. The 
force of the stream, it was true, had carried 
some of the men on board back to the 
shore which they had just left ; but it was 
most improbable that any one should reach 
the opposite coast. The generous and good 
old man, however, still thought it possible 
But it was a long time before he could 
make inquiries. The war for a long time 
interrupted all communication between the 
opposite sides of the river. And after- 
wards, when he was able to receive intelli- 
gence from the >ther bank, no one had 
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seen an) lady like the one whom he de* 
scribed ; and every one declared she must 
certainly have perished. 

“ The benevolent clergyman now took 
charge of me and of my education. He 
was a very kind, but yet an old man ; and 
a true lover of children. Thevdays of my 
childhood could not have passed more 
happily. He was always cheerful and 
kind, and could guide me by a single 
word. For his whole conduct, with all 
its kindness, had so much earnestness and 
dignity, that I felt the greatest reverence 
for him, and would not, for the world, have 
dared to show myself in the slightest de- 
gree disobedient. 

“ His first care was to instruct me in 
religion, and his instructions were so sim- 
ple and earnest, that he made me love God 
and my Redeemer from the bottom of my 
heart. He taught me to read and write, 
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And, as he thought I showed signs of con* 
Biderable capacity, he gave me instructions 
in Latin. He read Latin books with me, 
and always chose the most beautiful pas- 
sages, and those most suited to my age. 
Whatever I read, I had to write down for 
him, translated into German. In this man* 
ner I collected several volumes, clearly and 
distinctly written, all of which he had neat- 
y bound together. I was very fond of 
this, and soon acquired a facility of reading 
any Latin book which was not on too ab- 
struse a subject. Afterwards he gave me 
lessons in Greek. 

“ His pretty little residence was sur- 
rounded by a beautiful garden, and a large 
orchard. After reading for an hour, we 
used to work in the garden ; for he culti- 
vated it himself, and I assisted him. This 
served us as relaxation from study. In 

winter, or on rainy days, he amused him* 
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geif with drawing, in which he was verj 
expert. He also painted so well on can- 
vas, that judges placed his performances 
on a par with the finest works of art. I, 
too, was very fond of drawing and painting, 
but he made it a rule only to give me in- 
structions in it as a reward for particular 
diligence in my studies *, and under his ex- 
cellent guidance, I made considerable pro- 
gress in this art. Thus every day flew 
past in useful and pleasant occupations ; 
and I was as happy and as cheerful as any 
child in his own father’s house. 

“ Meanwhile, however, the good kind 
man had many trials. He felt bitterly the 
hardships of the war. The military exac- 
tions bore heavily upon him, and several 
times his house was plundered. This, 
however, would have troubled him very 
little, had it not been for me. He had 
often promised to supply me with the 
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means of studying; for although the revev 
nue of his parish was not great, yet, by his 
frugal manner of living, he had laid by 
what would suffice for my collegiate ex- 
penses. But now he found it impossible ; 
for the war reduced him to the greatest 
poverty. 

“ There was, however, in Vienna, a friend 
of his early years, who was held in great 
esteem, and had many friends among the 
nobles and the literati. To this friend he 
wrote, inquiring if he could procure for a 
young man who had abilities and taste for 
study, an opportunity of doing so. He 
soon received the welcome answer, that 
his friend would receive me with open 
arms to his house, and afterwards pro- 
vide for me. I ought, he wrote, to 
set out on my journey immediately, as 
it was necessary that those who wer0 
to be enrolled as students, should be p re- 
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riously examined in the beginning t f the 
next month. 

“A merchant, who often visited my 
adopted father, was at the time on the 
point of setting out on a journey to this 
country, and offered to take me without 
expense. As in this manner I could per- 
form the half of my jonrney in a com- 
fortable travelling carriage, his offer was 
joyfully accepted. 

“ I shall never forget the morning of 
my parting from the kind old clergyman. 
The good man, with his pale noble coun- 
tenance and venerable gray hairs, clasp- 
ed me in his arms, and bedewed my face 
with tears. 

“ 4 Dearest Charles/ said he, 4 the mo 
ment has now arrived when you irust 
leave me, to go out into the world In 
this quiet remote village, and in my house, 

God has not allowed you to see or heat 
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BUght but what is good. But it will not 
be so in the great city to which you are 
going. It is true you will live in the house 
of a good and pious man, and you will be- 
come acquainted with many such others 
in the city ; but you will also see enough 
of bad example, and hear a great deal oi 
wickedness. O Charles, do not forget my 
exhortations— do not be led astray — al- 
ways persevere in your present noble and 
pious sentiments/ 

“ He handed to me, also,” continued 
Charles, “ a written copy of his paternal 
admonitions, that I might never forget 
them. I have the paper still in my pock* 
et-book, and you may read it at your 
leisure.” 

“Oh no — no!” they all cried. “We 
should like to hear these good instructions 
th‘s rnorpent.” ; 

- . Charles took out the letter and read 
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* 4 My dearest son, 

44 4 Let our holy religion be your first and constant 
care. It is the most precious treasure we have up- 
on earth, and the true heavenly bread of our immor- 
tal souls. Do not be contented with assisting piously 
and reverently at the public services of the church, 
but let your own quiet chamber also be a temple for 
meditation. Never forget that God’s eye sees you 
everywhere, and do every thing as if before his face. 
Fly ever to Him in your trouble, and trust in Him. 
Do not forsake Him, and He will never forsake you. 

“ 4 You will hear many thoughtless conversations 
about religion. Avoid such conversations. He who 
truly follows the precepts of the Christian religion, 
feels a conviction in his heart that it is from God. 
By this touchstone, which our Redeemer himself has 
given us, its truth is tested. An experience of al- 
most seventy years has convinced me of this. This 
js its best triumph over all the doubts of those friends 
who have not yet come to a full recognition of it ; 
and over all the sophistries of its deluded enemies. 

44 4 Never do any thing evil — never gainsay the 
voice of your conscience. Do not associate with 
those who deride innocence and modesty, and make 
a jest of vice ; fly from them as from a pestilential 
fever. Such thoughtless notions have beguiled many 
a fair and promising youth into fleeting pleasures of 
sin ; and therebv reduced him to a living skeleton, 
and precipitated him into an early grave. Keep your 
heart pure and unspotted, and you will preserve the 
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bloom of your health, the fire of yom eyes, the peace 
of your conscience, and the cheerfulness, of spirit 
which you now possess ; and when I again see you, 
the first glance will tell me if you are still good and 
uncorrupted. 

“ * Be unwearied in the labor of your calling. 
The vocation of a student is noble and honorable. 
Whether you study law, medicine or divinity, in all 
these the welfare, either temporal or eternal, of your 
fellow-beings is intrusted to you. It would be a 
fearful thought were you not in earnest in desiring 
to become master of your profession, and if, instead 
of contributing to the happiness of men, you, through 
ignorance and unskilfulness, should cause their in- 
jury. The years of study are the seed-time ; make 
use of this precious time ere it flies away — else you 
cannot expect a joyful harvest. You have often 
seen in our village how the peasantry must struggle, 
how they rise before day, suffer frost and heat, and 
exert all their energies, not only for their own sup- 
port, but to afford those taxes which are necessary 
for the maintenance of the noble and the learned. 
Labor, therefore, unweariedly, that you may be en- 
abled to do something for those good people, who do 
so much for us, and instead of a useless burden, you 
may be a blessing to them. 

“ ‘ But, at proper times, you may allow yourself 
innocent relaxation; only, never permit sensual 
pleasure to gain a mastery over your heart. He 
wife lets himself be carried away by the pleasures 
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$ t tense— by gaming, drinking, dissipation— -even 
though he be not guilty of overt crime, is yet a 
slave to his pleasures, and therefore a wicked man 
An inordinate inclination for sensual gratifications, 
uproots in our heart the feeling for all that is truly 
great, beautiful, and good, and makes us unfit foi 
the enjoyment of more noble gratifications 4 . 

“ c My dearest son ! perhaps this is the last time 
you will see my face. I am nearly seventy years 
old, and not far from the grave. You cannot den} 
that I have had experience, and know the world and 
men, and what motive could I have for deceiving 
you ! Trust me therefore, and persevera in virtue, 
for if you be virtuous, your virtue is profitable tc 
yourself, and you will yourself experience the bless- 
ing of it. But if you are wicked, you do evil to 
yourself; yours is the shame, and yours the loss. 
Therefore, dearest Charles, persevere — oh, perse- 
vere — in virtue all your life long.* ” 

They were all deeply affected by these 
beautiful lessons. Charles put back the 
letter in his oocket-book, and continued 
his narrative. 

“ The good man then gave me the ring 
with these piecious initials. 4 You nave 
heie,’ said he. with deep err 4 the 
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who.e inheritance of your beloved parents 
Perhaps, under God’s guidance, it may 
lead to the happy discovery of your pa- 
rentage.’ 

“ The kind, affectionate old man now 
took from his desk the two last gold pieces 
he possessed in the world, as he had ex- 
pended all his resources in providing me 
with decent clothing, and the money neces- 
sary for my journey. He gave me the 
gold pieces which you see here, and said, 
‘You had better take these also, my dear 
son, in case of need — and here is some- 
thing else, far more precious than gold — 
the New Testament! I can give you 
no more now. But only live according 
to the precepts of this holy book ; remain 
pious, upright, and good — and you are rich 
enough.’ 

“ Then blessing me, with trembling hands 
and weering eyes, he clasped me once more 
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in his arms, and bade me farewell. Sob- 
bing and deeply affected, I left the house.” 

Poor Charles wept afresh as he told this ; 
and bright tears flowed down the cheeks 
of his mother, sister, and the rest. 

“ This clergyman,” said the mother, “ is 
a truly excellent man. There was some- 
thing noble in so kindly and generously 
maintaining a poor strange child, for so 
many years, bestowing his time and his 
exertions, and so to speak, giving his last 
farthing to bring him up a good and happy 
man. It is only the Christian religion 
which can make the heart of man thus 
disinterested and benevolent, and include 
every human being in its love, even as 
our nearest kindred and relations/’ 
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CHAPTER VII. 

BOW CHARLES HAD OOME HI T H ER. 

Charles was silent for a time, and dried 
his tears ; then he continued : “ The mer- 
chant who offered me the vacant place in 
his carriage is an excellent man, and a 
very pleasant companion. He always had 
something cheerful to say, and constantly 
labored to make me forget my mournful 
parting. Sometimes he would tell me amu- 
sing stories ; sometimes propound riddles, 
or sing a merry song for me. He knew 
the name of every village through which 
we passed, and in the towns he showed 
me every thing that was worth seeing. 
But about three leagues from this we were 
obliged to separate ; for his business led 
him in another direction. He wished me 
all happiness, and God's blessing on my 
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undertaking ; exhorted me to be diligent* 
and to trust in God ; gave my little trunk 
in charge to a carrier, made me a present 
of a gold piece, and shaking me cordially 
by the hand, continued his journey. 

“ This parting also was a severe trial 
for me. I was now separated from every 
acquaintance upon earth ! However, I 
continued my journey on foot. Towards 
evening I reached the wood which sur- 
rounds this castle. I felt much exhausted 
by the heat of the day, and by the long 
journey to which I was unaccustomed. I 
sat down therefore to rest myself a little 
on a grassy seat, which I saw beneath a 
beech-tree. The old castle, which, gilded 
by the evening sun, towered up from 
among the trees, presented a most pic- 
turesque appearance. I took a piece of 
paper out of my pocket-book, and began 
to sketch the castle 
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“But I soon laid aside the sketch 1 
nad begun. The setting sun — the stillness 
of the wood — and the approach of night, 
excited in me very mournful reflections. 
‘ Ah !' thought I, ‘ night approaches, and 
I know not where I shall find shelter. I 
know not a soul for miles around — all are 
utter strangers to me ; and my beloved 
foster-father, from whom I am now several 
days' journey separated, is very old, and I 
may perhaps never see his venerable coun- 
tenance again ! 1 have scarcely known my 
good parents ; I only remember my father 
as a corpse, and my mother, in her widows 
black dress, and her eyes red with weeping.' 

“ These thoughts brought tears to my 
eyes. I took out the gold ring which the 
good clergyman had given me, and which 
I kept in my pocket, along with his letter 
of advice. ‘ Ah, my God !' cried I, * this 
*ing must have belonged to my parents, 
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and it is the only inheritance they have 
left to me, a poor orphan. The three 
little letters must be the initials of the be* 
loved name either of my father or my 
mother, and I do not even know what that 
name is ! This ring must have been worn 
either by my father, whose hand has long 
mouldered in the grave, or by my mother, 
who may possibly be still alive ! Yes, 
perhaps she still lives — perhaps even in 
the very place through which I am wan- 
dering.’ 

“ My heart was torn by this reflection ! 
A feeling at once of the bitterest sorrow, 
and the most blessed hope overpowered 
me. I fell down on my knees, clasped my 
hands, and prayed fervently to heaven. 
‘O merciful God! Thou alone knowest 
if my mother yet lives! Thou alone, 
if she still lives, canst permit me to find 

her! Ah! perhaps it was not without 
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ft wise end Thou hast thrown this ring 
into my hands. Would that the letters 
upon it might lead to the discovery of my 
mother! O my dear, kind mother! V 
she still lives — she mourns me as dead ; 
she believes that I, a tender child, was 
drowned in the waters of the Rhine : Oh 
how great would be her joy to clasp me in 
her arms, now that I have grown up to 
youth ! And what a blessing would it be 
for me could I look once more upon her 
kind maternal countenance, and thank hei 
for all she did for me before I was able to 
prize her love, and feel grateful for it 
How unspeakably happy would I be to 
show her how grateful I am, and to be the 
support of her approaching age ! O bless- 
ed God, Father of the widow and the 
orphan — lead me, if she yet lives— Oh 
lead me to her arms ! Hear a sons prayer 

and grant me to find her!* 
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“ Wheii I had thus prayed, and was 
coking with eyes still filled with tears, 
through the branches of the beech-tree 
to the blue sky, I heard a slight rustling 
among the bushes. Looking round I saw 
the lamb — and the golden letters on the 
scarlet satin glittered brightly in the even- 
ing sun. A strange, indescribable feeling 
— a thrill of delight overpowered me. It 
appeared to me as though a light from 
heaven were around me, as if a beam of 
light from above illuminated the letters — 
they seemed to possess a supernatural bril- 
liancy. I believed that I felt God’s pres- 
ence, and it seemed to me as if the leaves 
of all the trees around, trembled in rever- 
ence before Him. I felt as if something 
within me said, ‘Thy prayer is heard!’ 
And so it was. My feelings had not de- 
ceived me. Like an angel of heaven, I 
fust tbea, for the first time, saw my sister 
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advancing in her white dress, and she, for 
the first time, named to me the beloved 
name of my mother. Thus, dearest mother, 
has God wonderfully led me back again to 
thy arms, and to thine, dearest sister, also !” 
“ Yes, it is indeed so, my dearest chil- 
dren,” said the mother, as she clasped 
both her children in her arms. “Our 
good God, our bounteous Heavenly Fa- 
ther, has reunited us , three. He it 
was, dearest Charles, <ho deprived me 
of you in your infancy and gave you 
into the care of a generous man, who, 
from the purest benevolence, gave you 
an education which I, a poor forlorn wid- 
ow, could not have bestowed, and better 
than which no princess could have pur- 
chased for you with gold. He it is, also, 
who has restored you to me, a blooming 
youth — and changed the tears of sorrow, 
with which I wept your loss, into tears d* 
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joy * He hath done all things well/ and 
all his ways are but the purest wisdom and 
love. O my dearest children, let us thank 
Him, and humbly bless and honor His 
holy providence !” And all three kept 
silent for some time with deep emotion, 
while their hearts held communion with 
God. Rosalie also, and Christina, looked 
on with folded hands and tearful eyes, and 
with hearts filled with emotion and piety, 
they sat silent, and scarcely ventured to 
breathe. 

“ How happy,” said Charles, after a 
time, “ will the good old man, my second 
father, be when he learns this wonderful 
work of providence ! I must send him an 
account of the joyful circumstances this 
very night.” It was almost midnight when 
Charles went to his room ; but it would 
have been impossible for him to go to bed, 
He sat down at the writing-table which 
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■stood in the room, and wrote to his more 
than father, at such length, and with so 
much fervor, that he still sat writing by 
the light of the wax candle, when the 
golden dawn beamed in through the win- 
dow, and eclipsed, by its brilliancy, the 
fainter gleam of his taper. 


CHAPTER VII]. 

CHARLES’S ADOPTED FATHER. 

Charles now lived as happily in his 
paternal castle, as if he were in paradise. 
The more he knew his mother, the more 
he found himself impelled to honor this 
admirable lady. His sister, also, who was 
ever industrious, cheerful, and kind, he 
learned to prize more and more every 
day. His arrival at Waldheim produced 

another good result. The castle, whch 
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nad formerly been his father’s property, 
was at present assigned only as part of 
his mother’s jointure ; but now he was 
in a position to reclaim back his paternal 
inheritance, and to regard the inhabitants 
of the village, and neighboring country, as 
his future tenants. His mother joyfully 
led him through the castle, showed him its 
environs, and the possessions attached to 
it ; and spoke much to him of the noble 
destiny which lay before him, in con- 
tributing to the happiness of the inhabit- 
ants of the little valley. 

One evening the baroness, Charles, and 
Emily, sat thus conversing together on an 
•oak seat, which, together with a little rustic 
table, had been placed beneath the shade 
of two thick chestnut-trees, on the gravel- 
led plot before the castle door. Then they 
-saw a venerable old man, with snow-white 
Jnir and a black dress, coming towards 
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them, with a staff in one hand, and a three- 
cornered hat under his arm. “ Ah, thank 
heaven !” cried Charles, “ it is my father !” 
springing up and running to meet him. “ Is 
it possible,” he repeated, “dearest, kindest 
father, is it you ? — How have you come ?’* 



“ My dear Charles — my dearest child!” 

said he. “ As soon as I received your 

letter, I determined, in spite of my age, to 

undertake this long journey. I thought, 

for weighty reasons, that my presence here 

would be useful, indeed necessary. And* 
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besides, it was my fondest wish to bee ome 
acquainted with the mother and sister of 
my dear foster-sou, and to share the joy 
which God has bestowed on all the three, 
not only at a distance, but upon the very 
spot.” Charles threw his arms around his 
neck, and his mother and Emily could not 
find words enough to express their gratitude 
to him. 

The venerable old man, who was ex- 
hausted by climbing the hill, now seated 
himself beside them. The baroness offered 
him refreshments ; but his overflowing 
heart could not think now of eating and 
drinking. He immediately began to speak, 
with equal eloquence and feeling, of the 
wonderful ways of God's providence ; — he 
next explained the necessary steps, in order 
that the prince might recognise Charles as 
the young Baron von Waldheim ; and also 

detailed the course of study which he should 
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pursue, in order that he might become a 
wise and good master to his future tenants. 

Meanwhile, Rosalie and her daughter 
came as usual to pay their visit. The 
baroness presented them to the good cler- 
gyman. “ Here, my dear father,” said 
she, “ is the good child, who, in the lamb, 
made us a present so rich in blessings, — 
and here is her mother who ornamented 
the collar with the three eventful letters.” 
The good old pastor was delighted to be- 
come acquainted with the good Rosalie 
and her daughter, and greeted them in 
the kindest manner. 

The baroness now ordered tea to be 
.aid beneath the chestnut-trees, with bread, 
butter, fruit, and wine. But Fimily and 
Christina slipped away ; ornamented the 
lamb, which was always pure and white 
as snow, with wreaths of fresh green 
leaves, and young half-opened rosebuds. 
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and brought it to the good pastor. The 
good old man looked on it with pleasure, 
stroking it, and said to the baroness and 
Emily — “ You have made me acquainted 
with the two worthy friends, through whom 
God bestowed such a blessing on you, nei- 
ther have you forgotten the lamb, which, 
though unconsciously, was such an active 
agent also. But now, I must introduce 
you to the man, who, under God, was the 
principal cause of this happy reunion, and 
who did all that man could do for the 
foundation of your happiness. I mean 
that noble-minded soldier, who, at the risk 
of his own life, precipitated himself into 
the Rhine, and snatched our dear Charles, 
then a tender, helpless child, from its raging 
waters. This good man has suffered much, 
since he performed that noble action. Al- 
low me briefly to tell you the heads of his 
•tory He served in several campaigns 
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and endured many hardships, until at last 
he was severely wounded. He and many 
more of the wounded were put in wagons 
and carried onwards. Now it happened, 
that on their way the long train of wagons 
passed by the house of a wool-dyer, who 
lived near the gate of a little town near 
the river. In this house the brave soldier 
had formerly been quartered, and had done 
great service to the dyer, whose house 
was particularly exposed to the insolence 
of the soldiery, saving not only his property 
but his life. When the wagons approached 
the house, the dyer looked out of the win- 
dow to see them pass — and there, among 
the wounded, he perceived his former pro- 
tector, who had, with difficulty, raised him- 
self up, and was looking anxiously towards 
the window. The dyer immediately hast- 
ened down, saluted him cordially, and 
oegged the officer who commanded the 

03 


Digitized by Google 



THE LITTLE LAMB. 


detachment, to leave the poor half-dead 
man with him. The army-surgeon was 
called • and declared it impossible for the 
poor man to reach the hospital, but that 
he, and a hundred others, must die on the 
road. ‘ Let him be brought, however/ 
§aid he, ‘into the house of the compas- 
sionate dyer ; the sufferings, at least, of 
his last hours, may be somewhat allevi- 
ated/ 

“ The dyer, with the greatest kindness, 
now received his former friend and bene- 
factor into his house. His unceasing at- 
tentions, and the skill of the village sur 
geon, with God’s assistance, saved his life, 
contrary to all expectation ; but r or a long 
time he remained so weak, that he cc ula 
neither travel farther, nor endure any se- 
vere labor. The dyer, who was a rich 
man, and had a very extensive business, 
was very willing he should remain with 
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him, anil the grateful soldier, who wrote 
an excellent hand, took charge of his cor- 
respondence, and kept his books with the 
greatest diligence and exactness. Each 
became every day more attached to the 
other, and they lived in true brotherly 
unity. 

“ But, alas ! a change came. His worthy 
host died very suddenly. Death overtook 
him most unexpectedly, else he would 
have provided for his friend in his will. 
His possessions fell to his relations ; the 
establishment was sold ; and the hard- 
hearted heirs dismissed the good soldier 
with empty hands. He had now to seek 
support elsewhere ; and wished, to rejoin 
his regiment, and as he had, in a great 
measure, lost the use of his left arm, to 
solicit his discharge. His path lay not far 
from my parish, and he naturally conceived 
a wish to inquire what had become of the 
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child, whom he had saved from the water. 
He paid me a visit, the evening of the 
very day on which Charles had left me. 
I was delighted to see the noble-hearted 
soldier again, kept him with me, deter- 
mined to do all in my power to procure 
him a situation. 

“ Just then arrived Charles’s letter, con- 
taining the joyful and unexpected news. I 
thought it right to bring the brave maa 
here with me. For in the first place, I 
think he can testify to the day and year 
in which he rescued a boy of about four 
years old from the Rhine, together with a 
package of his clothes, containing the ring 
which he gave to me ; — which will be very 
useful, in proving that Charles is really the 
son of the Baroness von Waldheim, whom 
every one believed to have been drowned. 
And secondly, I hoped Charles would not 
prove ungrateful to him who saved his 
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life, especially as the good man is true as 
gold, an excellent writer and accountant 
also an experienced forester, and might be 
of the greatest service to the future Baron 
von Waldheim.” 

“ Oh, where is he ? — where is he ?” cried 
the baroness, Charles, and Emily, almost 
with one voice. 

He turned round, made a sign to a pi am- 
dressed man, who had modestly stood at 
some distance, took him by the hand, 
and led him before the baroness, saying, 
“ Here he is — my good, noble, honest John 
West.” 

“John West!” cried Rosalie, who, at 
that moment, was placing the tea-service 
upon the table, “ O heaven, it is my hus- 
band !” She flew into his arms, and em- 
braced him, trembling and agitated with 
excess of joy. 

Every one was astonished at this new 
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dispensation of heavenly providence. But 
the man himself stood as if petrified. It 
was long before he could believe such un- 
expected happiness, and then he burst into 
tears of joy. The happy Rosalie now cried 
to her daughter, “ O Christina, this is your 
father — embrace him !” Christina, who 
had hitherto stood immoveable with fold- 
ed hands, now approached modestly, and, 
shedding plenteous tears, he clasped her 
in his loving arms. The joy of these 
three was now quite equal to that which 
the baroness, Emily, and Charles had ex- 
perienced a few days before. 

After they had recovered from their first 
agitating joy, Charles stepped forward and 
embraced the preserver of his life, with 
unutterable emotion. The baroness also, 
and Emily, heartily shook his hand, and 
overwhelmed him with their gratitude and 
praise. “ Dear friend,” said Madam von 
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Waldheim, “ from this moment, you, your 
wife and daughter, shall be received into 
this castle, and never more be separated 
from us ; and if, as I hope, we shall recover 
back our possessions, you shall receive such 
an appointment as shall make you perfectly 
contented.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

UNIVERSAL JOY IN THE VILLAGE. 

The Baroness von Waldheim had not 
immediately allowed it to be generally 
known, that the young stranger who re- 
sided in the castle was her son ; she wished 
to enjoy her happiness for a few days in 
quietness. But the coachman who had 
driven the old priest and his companion, 
and whose horses were at the inn in the 

village, let it all out. While he was clean* 
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mg his coach, and watering nis horses, 
several people from the village, in which 
it was a holiday, inquired to whom the 
coach belonged. For a strange vehicle 
was quite a rarity there. The coach- 
man replied, “It was I that drove here 
the clergyman who educated your young 
lord.” 

“ What !” cried the people, “ our young 
lord was drowned when a child !” 

“ No,” said the coachman, “ he is still 
anve, and is up at the castle. He was 
saved from the waters by the man who 
came in the coach with the clergyman ; 
otherwise he would certainly have been 
drowned. I am the clergyman’s servant, 
and when your young lord was little, I 
have a hundred times carried him through 
the fields or meadows, on these old shoul- 
ders which you see here. But Charles 
was always a dear, brave, excellent young 
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gentleman, and has ever been very kind 
to his old Jack. You will all love him, 
and he will be a blessing to you!’' 



The news, tnat Baron Charles, who 
had been born in the castle, and baptized 
in the parish church of Waldheim, but had 
long been believed to be dead, was found 
i j:» 
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at last, spread immediately through the 
whole village. 

“ What !” said the people to one another, 
“ can it be, that our young lord whom we 
so often saw, an infant, in his mother’s 
arms, is still alive? We can’t believe it. 
We must satisfy our own eyes of it — let 
us go and see him.” 

All the inhabitants, young and old, ran 
joyfully up to the castle. But when they 
saw the family sitting on the seat beneath 
the chestnut- trees, they remained respect- 
fully at a distance. A large circle soon 
gathered, of fathers, mothers, and children; 
while the family, and their companions, 
were so engaged with their own joy, as 
not to observe them. 

Madam von Waldheim was the first 10 
notice them, and asked, “ What can be the 
cause of such a crowd?” and the cook, 
irho was now, for the second time, bring-' 
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mg in hot water for tea, as they had suffered 
the first to grow cold, said, “ The people 
are very anxious to see our young lord ; 
they have just this moment learned he is 
here.” 

“ That is well,” said the good clergyman ; 
" I am glad to see the people manifest this 
feeling. Will you, my dear madam, allow 
me to present my adopted son to these 
good people as their future lord, and to 
speak a few fervent words to them ?* 
Then the noble old man, with deep emo- 
tion, took the velvet cap off his venerable 
snow-white head, and standing up, ad- 
vanced a step, and, as if full of inspiration, 
began to speak. 

“ Ye parents and children, fathers, moth- 
ers, sons, and daughters, step forward and 
see and hear what great joy God has pre- 
pared, both for your noble lady’s family 
and for yourselves. 
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44 God, without whose knowledge not a 
sparrow falls from the roof, and by whom 
the hairs of our head are numbered, is won 
derful in his ways, and guides all things 
wisely by his providence. He, the God of 
the widow and orphan, the Father of all 
the suffering and oppressed, is ever sen 
sible of their wants and always watches 
over and guides them, often so wonder- 
fully, that we may plainly see his work 
with our eyes, and almost seize it with 
our hands. This generous master leaves 
not the smallest good action unrewarded, 
and often, even upon earth, repays it in 
the most noble and glorious manner.” 

The good pastor now related the chief 
facts of Charles’s story, with which his 
hearers were yet unacquainted, and then 
continued : — 

44 You see, therefore, how gloriously God 
has rewarded your good lady, for the be- 
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hevolent kindness which she showed to 
the poor sick Rosalie, who believed her 
self a widow, and wept her husband as 
dead. So beautifully, I say, has he re 
quited this truly noble lady for the pity 
she showed to poor Christina, Rosalie’s 
daughter ! God granted to her the greatest 
happiness of which her widowed state was 
capable, in permitting her again to find her 
beloved, her only son ! 

“ Richly, too, has God blessed the young 
Emily for her compassion to a poor little 
girl, and for her gentle and unassuming 
kindness of heart. She treated Christina 
as affectionately and kindly as if she had 
been her own sister, — and therefore God 
has given her the unexpected joy of finding 
her only beloved brother ! 

“ Richly, too, has he rewarded poor 
Rosalie, who bore the pangs of sickness 
and poverty so patiently, and trained hei 
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daughter so well in honesty, gratitude, in- 
dustry, c eanliness, and every other virtue. 
This good education has now brought the 
mother the most joyful fruits, and changed 
her sorrow into joy ! 

“ God has also rewarded the good Chris- 
tina for her compassion to a poor lost lamb, 
her obedience to her mother, the honesty 
with which she returned the lamb to its 
owner, and the gratitude with which she 
offered it as a present to the young lady. 
These estimable qualities woh for her the 
affection of the baroness and Miss Emily ; 
were also the cause of her finding her 
father, and will, eventually, make her more 
happy than the richest dowry could have 
done. 

" And how wonderfully also God has( 
brought back your young lord into the 
arms of his beloved mother, who had long 
believed him dead, to bless the diligence, 
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obedience, and good conduct he had 
shown from the earliest childhood, to re* 
ward his childlike love for that mother 
he had scarcely known ! How mercifully 
did He hearken to the sincere and heart- 
felt prayer of the troubled youth in the 
wood ! 

“ Signally, too, has he rewarded the 
gallantry of this brave soldier ! The good 
man, filled with the tenderest compassion, 
sprang into the water, at the risk of his 
own life, to save the child of the mourning 
widow from the waves. Therefore God 
had mercy on his own wife and child, saved 
them from want and misery, awakened 
noble hearts to show them kindness, and 
in the end granted him unexpectedly to 
find once more, the mother and child for 
whom, in spite of al. his inquiries, he had 
*o long pined in vain! Father, mo J her, 

and child, now look fmward aftei all theii 
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, Bufferings, to more peaceful; and happiqf 
days together. 

“ And all this God has brought to pass 
through the little lamb, which, white as,a 
lily, and decked with young roses, stands 
in the midst of you, a lovely picture of 
/innocence. He, the good God, allowed it 
to stray away ; He guided Christina’s steps 
to find it ; He it was who moved the good 
farmer’s heart to make her a present of it ; 
He who put it into the thoughts of Chris- 
tina and her mother to give it to Emily ; 
and He who led the lamb into the hands of 
the young traveller, in order to bring him 
to the arms of his beloved mother. It 
is by means of this lamb he reinstates 
him in his possessions, and prepares hap- 
piness for you. For I can assure you 
. that Charles is a noble and promising 
young man. He fears God* and love* 
his fellow-creatures. He will he an e$ 
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tellent and kind master to you and yotil 
children. 

“ And shall God, who thus watches ov** 
even the life of a lamb, leave you uncared 
for and untended ? O no! with far more 
love and compassion than Christina felt 
towards the lamb, does He bear each one 
of you in His heart ! 

“ My beloved friends ! How can a 
preacher of the gospel look upon a lamb, 
without recalling to mind Him who, like 
an innocent lamb, bled for man’s salvation, 
and who has often compared himself to a 
Good Shepherd? Yes, He whose servant 
I am, whose gospel I preach, is the ever- 
lasting, true, and loving Shepherd of us 
all. He knows all his sheep, — He calls 
them by their names ; He invites with a 
loving voice, — He guides them with his 
gentle rod, — He delivers them from danger, 

and leads them into pasture, — He seeks 
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those who are lost, and would willingly 
bear each one of them back upon his 
shoulders to heaven ! Therefore always 
put trust in Him with your whole hearts. 

“ But let us also listen to His voice and 
follow Him, and do all the good we possi- 
bly can. For you see how God makes 
use of our good actions to prepare joy, 
blessing, and salvation, to ourselves and 
others. For example, had your good lady 
not shown herself so benevolent to the poor 
sick Rosalie ; had Emily not been so kind 
to poor Christina, had sLe not given her 
the handkerchief, with her initials worked 
upon it ; had Christina not been generous 
enough to present the lamb to Emily ; or 
had her mother’s gratitude not prompted 
her to embroider the pretty collar, with 
Emily’s initials ; had Charles not felt such 
filial love, and so longed to find his mother, 

and so sincerely prayed in the wood ; alii 
lo tot 
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these things would not have happened, and 
this would not have been the great day ol 
joy that it now is for us all. So every 
good action we do, even the smallest, pro- 
duces rich blessings to ourselves and others. 
Good deeds are like pearls, which God’s 
holy providence will not allow to be lost, 
but will gather as if upon a string : good 
actions are like golden links, of which God 
makes a golden chain of glorious and joyful 
events. 

; “ And you, my dear children/’ concluded 
the good pastor, as he turned to the chil- 
dren, “ especially the elder among you, who 
have listened attentively to my words, ana * 
you little ones, who have only looked at the 
pretty white lamb which stands in the midst 1 
of you, so beautifully adorned with roses ; 
— O! may God bless you all — and grant 
you may ever live as innocent as the tamo, • 
and as soft and patient, if. as has happen**}' - 
no 
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4.0 many other poor little lambs, you should 
fall into rough and violent hands. Jesus 
Christ, the Good Shepherd, who gave his 
life for his sheep, will bear you also in his 
arms, and in his heart J he will take you 
into his powerful protection, when seduc- 
tion shall assail your innocence, as the 
fierce wolf attacks the soft and guileless 
lamb. He will never suffer you to be 
snatched out of his hands.” 

Thus spoke the good pastor ; his coun- 
tenance was illuminated by the rays of the 
setting sun, and his venerable white locks 
nhone in the clear light of evening. He 
stood, w T ith his eyes filled with tears, up- 
turned to heaven ; and all who heard him 
had tears in their eyes ; and new trust in 
that God who “ doeth all things well” enter- 
ed their hearts, and softly refreshed them, 
like the morning dew on the flowers of 
the valley. The honest country people re- 
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turned home with emotion, and filled with 
good resolutions. “ How happily every 
thing has turned out,” said they to one 
another on the road home ; “such univer* 
sal joy as this evening, has never been in 
our village before !” 


CHAPTER X 

A CHILDREN’S FEAST. 

The Baroness von Waldheim now re- 
paired to the capital, accompanied by 
Charles, and presenting her newly-found 
son to the prince, requested the restora- 
tion of his estate. The venerable pastor 
and the gallant West also accompanied 
her, to prove, by their united evidence, 
that Charles was in reality the young 
Baron von Waldheim. The prince heard 
her grac'ously, found the proofs brought 
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before him perfectly satisfactory, and or- 
dered an immediate restitutipn of the es- 
tate; he also commanded that, until Charles 
should come of age, his mother should act 
as guardian both for himself and for the 
estate. 

Full of joy, the baroness and her party 
returned to the castle. A few days after, 
the good priest, amidst the grateful tears 
of the baroness, Charles, and Emily, took 
leave of them, to return to his beloved 
parish. Charles, handsomely equipped, and 
in more brilliant circumstances than on his 
previous journey, also set off for college. 
But the baroness, as guardian of the estates, 
appointed West to receive the rents, and 
(as he was an excellent forester) to be 
overseer of all the forests which belonged 
to the estate, and which were very ex- 
tensive. 

After Charles had finished his studies 
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with great distinction, he travelled fot 
some time, for his further improvement 
and information, and at length returned 
to take possession of his estates. One 
evening he was seated on the oaken seat 
at the castle gate, with his mother and 
Emily, now a beautiful young woman, 
lust then the sheep were driven past. 
The baroness maintained a very large 
number. The Lamb had now increased 
to a little flock, which, however, Emily 
still regarded as her particular property. 
Charles and Emily amused themselves 
counting the sheep and lambs. “ Now, 
my children,” said the Baroness von Wald- 
heim, when the flock was all driven past, 
‘ we can carry out the project of which I 
spoke to you long ago. The flock is now 
numerous enough. To-morrow will be 
the anniversary of the day when God 
bi ought about for you, my dear children, 
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and me, by means of the Lamb, all this 
happiness in which all the parents and 
children of our little estate, so heartily 
sympathized with us. To-morrow, there- 
fore, we shall have a public children’s 
feast for the village and the neighboring 
country, and neither shall the parents go 
away empty-handed.” The baroness now 
went with Charles and Emily to the castle- 
court, and having made a selection of the 
finest sheep, ordered the shepherd to shut 
them up. The following morning she 
ordered the castle servant-maids to wash 
the sheep ; and they all did their best to 
make them white and beautiful. They 
were made almost as white as snow, and 
then Emily and Christina ornamented them 
with rose-colored riband. 

The baroness invited all the children of 
the village, and the neighboring valley,' 
who had begun to go to school, to come to 
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the castle at two o clock in the afternoon. 
The children, both boys and girls, came 
with the greatest delight, and at least an 
hour before, assembled at the castle door, 
in their best dresses. At the appointed 
time they were called into the castle-court. 
And lo ! to their astonishment — there stood 
a long table, almost the whole length of the 
court, and upon the table they perceived, 
to their no small joy, large beautiful cakes, 
shining dishes heaped up with all kinds ol 
pastry ; and pretty baskets, loaded with 
red and white cherries, and yellow and 
purple plums. Huge flasks, too, stood 
beside, filled with dark red mead. The 
children were arranged on the seats upon 
either side of the table, the boys on one 
side and the girls on the other, and every 
one was plentifully helped. Nothing was 
now to be seen but happy faces. The 
ehildren enjoyed their feast heartily, and, 
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•when drinking the delicious mead, did not 
forget to pledge the health of the baroness, 
Charles, and Emily. 

When the feasting was over, they sud- 
denly heard the merry sound of pipes. 
The shepherd’s sons now entered the 
court, with their rustic music ; the sheep, 
white and beautifully decorated, followed 
them ; and the old shepherd with his huge 
sheep-dog, closed the procession. The 
children were quite delighted with the 
beautiful sheep, and cried, one to another, 
“ O how beautiful ! We never before 
saw such beautiful white sheep, and such 
pretty red ribands !” But how great 
was the joy of the children when they 
heard that the sheep were to be divided 
among them, and that the children of each 
house should have one ! The baroness 
desired that the sheep should be shared 

by lot, in order to make the division more 
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Bm using, and to avoid all appearance of 
partiality. On every sheep there hung 
attached to the red collar, a piece of papei 
with a number written on it. In a large 
earthen vessel which the children called a 
“ luck-pot/' there were also a great num- 
ber of folded pieces of paper, on which 
were the same numbers as on the sheep. 
The children now, one after another, drew 
a number, and as soon as it was known, 
the pipes began to sound until the sheep 
with the corresponding number was separ- 
ated from the flock. It would be impossi- 
ble to describe the anxiety of the children 
in drawing the papers, the expectation of 
each child as to what sheep he should pos- 
sess, and his happiness when it was really 
assigned to him. The whole court was 
filled with joy. 

When the sheep were all distributed, 

the children returned with them to the 
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village. The shepherd’s sons led the waj 
with their clear-toned pipes, and the sheep, 
accompanied by the children, followed 
them ; the old shepherd bringing up the 
rear with his dog. In the same manner, 
they marched in triumph through the vil- 
lage. When the people heard the sound 
of the pipes, and the shouts of the children, 
and saw the beautifully-adorned sheep, they 
wondered very much what could be the 
meaning of all this. But when they learned 
how the kind family at the castle had made 
a handsome present to their children, their 
joy was almost unbounded. Many of the 
parents shed tears of joy at the generosity 
of their gracious lady. 

To each house in which there were no 
children going to school, the baroness sent 
a sheep ; but to the good farmer who had 
so kindly permitted Rosalie to live in hii 
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tittle cottage, she made a present of ten 
sheep. Neither did she forget the good 
farmer at Eich-hof, and his wife, who long 
before had made Christina a present of the 
iamb, and so kindly invited her to their 
supper. Since these good people were 
rich enough, and had no need of sheep, she 
invited them both to dine at the castle, 
and the farmer often used to say, he prized 
that honor far more than if the baroness 
had made him a present of a hundred 
sheep. 

The following morning, all the fathers in 
the village came up to the castle, in holiday 
attire, to thank the good lady for her kind- 
ness. 

“ My good people,” said Charles, reply- 
ing in her name, “ you all know, how I, a 
poor youth, with almost nothing in the 
world but my staff, once wandered through 
ite 
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.his place. Through the means of a lamb, 
God restored to me my father’s inheritance, 
and made me once more the happy lord of 
so worthy a tenantry. My mother, my 
sister, and I, are desirous that the benefit 
God has shown us through the lamb, should 
never be forgotten, either by our or your 
descendants, but on the contrary, should 
continue to be a blessing to them ; listen 
therefore to what we have determined ! 

“ It has hitherto been one of the terri 
torial rights in this village, to let out per 
mission for grazing sheep. From this day 
you shall all, without exception, enjoy this 
privilege. On this account, my mothei 
has given your children these sheep as a 
little beginning. May God bless them j 
you ! 

“ I hope the cultivation of your fields 
may also be improved by the keeping of 
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sheep ; according to the old proverb the 
sheep’s footsteps turn into gold ;’ and that 
even those poor people, who have no till- 
age land, may, at least, get good milk and 
wool. 

“I will also make arrangements, that the 
wool which we produce, shall be immedi- 
ately manufactured in the village ; and I 
hope the day may yet arrive when the 
dresses of all the inhabitants on my estate, 
will be prepared from home-wrought wool. 
May God grant his blessing to our pro- 
ject !” 

Charles’s wish was completely fulfilled. 
Poor Rosalie, now the wife of the agent, 
and her daughter Christina, gave the wo- 
men instructions in spinning and sewing. 
A cloth manufacturer, a hatter, and a ho- 
sier, settled in the village, upon Charles’s 
, recommendation. Beautiful cloth of all 
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colors, and also good hats and stockiilgs, 
were manufactured. And Charles often 
remarked with emotion, that old and young 
were clothed from head to foot in home- 
produced and home- wrought wool; and 
that the cornfields throughout the whole 
valley, came into better condition, and 
yielded a larger produce. 

Emily still took particular pleasure in 
working with colored wool. She had 
gathered a stock of particularly fine wool 
from her own little flock ; and West, the 
agent, now discovered a new and unex- 
pected talent. From the dyer, with whom 
'he had lived, he had learned to dye wools 
of all colors and of all possible shades, from 
the darkest to the lightest. Emily was in 
this manner enabled to prepare the most 
'beautiful work. Charles assisted her by 
diis sketches, and Christina also gave her 
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no trifling help. She embroidered flower- 
wreaths, and pretty little baskets full of 
flowers of all colors ; large rosebushes 
covered with rosebuds, full-blown roses, 
and rich green leaves ; and sometimes 
extensive landscapes, studded with trees, 
rocks, waterfalls, and the like, or with 
garlands of vine-leaves, and green and 
purple grapes, or other pretty devices 
Thus, by degrees, Emily furnished a whole 
room in the castle most beautifully. The 
table-cover, the covers of the chairs and 
sofas, and also the carpet, were embroider- 
ed in this manner, and all who saw them 
were astonished at the brightness of the 
colors, the beauty of the sketches, and the 
skilful shading. 

As the entire of the wool which was 
applied to this purpose had been originally 
produced from this single lamb, Charles 

194 


Digitized by 


Google 


II I I U L 


THE LITTLE LAMB 


(now the Baron von Waldheim) made a 5 
large anti spirited drawing, of the never-to- 
be-forgotten moment when by means of 
the lamb, he found his long-lost mother 
and sister. In the foreground, upon the 
rocky seat under the oak, he sketched his 
mother with her companion Rosalie. Far- 
ther back in the wood were seen Emily, 
Christina, and himself, with the lamb in 
the midst of them. In one hand he held 
the ring, while, with the other, he pointed 
to the golden letters, which were distinctly 
seen on the lamb’s red satin collar. But 
Emily was pointing, with outstretched 
arm, to the spot where her mother sat, as 
if she wished to say, “ There she is !” The 
drawing was most exquisitely colored, and 
the figures in the piece, which were all, 
especially tie lamb, strongly illuminated 
by the setting sun, were beautifully re- 
ii* i85 
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"There is nothing I would not give to have such 
a bird in our room in winter ' — Page 15. 
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\Y r AS a gallant 
soldier, who had 
served a number 
years, made 
nany campaigns, 
and fought hon- 


orably for his country. When he re- 
turned home from the wars, he found that 
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his poor parents were dead. They hac 
left him nothing but an old rickety house 
and a little orchard. The brave man 
now found himself in a very wretched 
situation ; his wounds rendered all se- 
vere labor impossible ; he was very mel- 
ancholy ; and considered earnestly night 
and day how to earn an honest liveli- 
hood. One day, in the neighboring for- 
est, he remarked that the old stumps 
and roots of the maple-trees that had 
been cut down, presented some very 
beautiful pieces of streaked and varie- 
gated wood, but were little esteemed, or 
rotted useless in the ground. He im- 
mediately set to work to make pipe- 
heads and tobacco boxes out of this 
wood, and soon brought them to ex- 
traordinary perfection : the pipe-heads, 
which were neatly cut out of the pret- 
tiest wood, and beautifully polished, 
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were specially admired, and met with a 
rapid sale. Many gentlemen of high 
station preferred these pipe-heads, when 
mounted in silver, even to Meerschaum 
ones. 

The industrious man labored unwea- 
riedly the whole week in his workshop, 
or in carrying home maple from the 
wood, and dressed no better than a com- 
mon laborer, while thus engaged. But 
on Sunday he appeared in his green 
uniform with red facings, and with his 
silver medal on his breast; and went 
early, leaning on his corporal’s staff, (as 
his foot was somewhat lame,) with meas- 
ured steps to church, and in the evening 
for an hour or at most two, to see his 
friends. He still had something martial 
in his appearance and countenance, and 
continued to wear his mustachios. He 

was much esteemed for his uprightness, 

o 


Digitized by Google 



THE REDBREAST. 


intelligence, and regularity ; and, by his 
industry and prudent economy, he ac- 
quired a very respectable competence. 
Tor he was not one of those who, when 
they establish a good business, immedi- 
ately begin to expend, and think that it 
will ever continue so. Amongst other 
things he improved his old wooden house, 
which a wealthy friend had caused to be 
pulled down and rebuilt ; and he ar- 
ranged it so, that he lived very happily 
and conveniently in it ; and it looked very 
well with its deep brown wood, its new 
round panes, and the shining lead of the 
frames, amidst the high pear-trees and 
wide-spreading apple-trees of the or- 
chard. He got married, and brought up 
his children, a son and daughter, ad- 
mirably, and provided very well for them. 
“He who is not v/anting in industry,’ 1 
said he often, “ will never want for bread. 
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Even the most insignificant craft can 
support a man. Do your duty faithfully, 
and trust in God, and God will do his 
part, and will not suffer you to want his 
aid, which is so necessary.” 

When honest Martin Frank had at- 
tained a tolerable old age, and his good 
and faithful wife was no more, the gallant 
old soldier looked after his house himself, 
and without employing a house-maid. 
At the same time he took his grandson to 
live with him, a lively blooming boy, who 
had been christened Martin in honor of 
his grandfather. Little Martin loved his 
grandfather with his whole heart and soul, 
and did every thing to please him, divining 
his wishes from his \*ery looks. His 
grandfather made use of him as an as- 
sistant in his trade, and at their work, 
related to him sometimes .merry, some? 
times fearful, tales of his campaigns, from 
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which, however, he always drew some 
good moral. 

The grandfather often spent whole 
days in the woods, selecting maple roots 
and stumps, and bringing them home. 
He always took his grandson with him, 
and these were the happiest days of the 
boy’s life. He never was so happy as in 
the woods. His grandfather taught him 
the names of all the trees there, and the 
qualities and uses of the different kinds. 
“We can never sufficiently thank our 
good God,” said he, among other things, 
“that He has caused the great trees to 
grow up around us. Had He not given 
us trees, we should have been sadly off. 
The firs and the pines yonder on the 
mountain afford us beams, planks, and 
latns. our whole house is built of fir; 
and even the tables and chairs, chests 
and bedsteads, are made of it. The fn 
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certainly is somewhat soft ; but otliei 
trees, such as the oak and beech yonder, 
nave very firm hard wood. If our wheel- 
barrow here w r ere not ma le of such hard 
wood, it would not last long ; nay, with- 
out hard wood, we could not even have 
a durable handle for our tools. It is a 
very beautiful provision, too, that each 
kind of wood has a peculiar color; red, 
or brown, or yellow, and thus they serve 
for all sorts of nice furniture. But the 
wood of the maple is veined like marble, 
and it is so close, that you cannot distin- 
guish the fibres of the wood, for which 
reason we can make it into such fine 
articles. We cannot, it is true, eat the 
fruit of forest trees ; but nevertheless 
these trees support many thousand in- 
dustrious men, who earn their livelihood 
by working in wood. We, too, owe our 
living to the maple-tree. So wisely has 
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God disposed all things. We must rec- 
ognise his wisdom and goodness in all 
things, and ever cherish a grateful heart 
towards him.” 

Little Martin was delighted beyond 
measure with the birds in the wood and 
their sweet songs. “Grandfather,” said 
he, “ may we not catch one and take it 
home to the house ?” 

“Nay,” answered his grandfather, “that 
must not be.” 

“ Why not ?” said the child ; “ they 
sing delightfully. In the house we might 
always hear them sing.” 

“ You can hear them singing here m 
the wood,’ said his gi and father ; “it 
sounds far better here. The poor birds 
that men catch so cruelly, seldom live 
long, and often perish by their neglect.” 
One fine harvest day, however, in 

autumn, the grandfather and his grand- 
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son were seated in a sunny opening of 
the wood at their humble dinner, which 
the boy had as usual brought with him in 
a basket. A robin redbreast came and 
picked up the crumbs scattered about. 
The little fellow was delighted with it. 
“What a very pretty bird!” exclaimed he 
to his grandfather, speaking low, how- 
ever, in order not to disturb it. “ There 
is nothing I would not give to have such 
a bird in our room during the winter.” — 
“ And so you may,” answered his grand- 
father ; “ me robin is a very tame bird, 
and willingly dwells with man. Perhaps 
it would rather pass the winter under a 
roof, than in the open air.” His grand- 
father then taught the boy how to catch 
one. 

Little Martin ran every day, for a 
whole week, to the wood, to see if there 
was not a robin caught. But he always 
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came home empty-handed, and had al- 
most given up all hopes of getting one. 
At last, one day he came running home 
fuil of joy. “ Grandfather,” he cried, 
“ see, I have one at last ! Oh look at his 
beautiful little bright black eyes, and 
what a lovely yellow red his breast is ! 
1 am not sorry now tor all my care and 
trouble.” He let the bird fly in the room, 
and his delight was yet greater when he 
perceived that it was not afraid, but 
snapped up the flies about the room, ate 
the grated yellow turnips mixed with 
flour out of the little green earthenware 
trough, and washed himself in the water 
bowl. Martin brought a fresh green little 
pine, from the wood, and fixed it in the 
corner of the room. The bird immedi- 
ately flew to it. “ Aha!” exclaimed Mar- 
tin, “ he knows his place. How lively 

he hops from branch to branch ! How 
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roguishly he looks out froni between the 
oranches, and how prettily his red breast 
Contrasts with their dark green !” The 
robin soon became quite well acquainted 
with him, would pick the flies off his 
fingers, sit on the edge of his plate, and 
eat with him, and soon came to relish 
potatoes exceedingly. He often went out 
of the open window into the garden, 
hopped about the hedge singing, but al- 
ways came back of his own accord. The 
bird was the source of a thousand pleas- 
ures to Martin — and when he first began 
to sing, Martin held his breath, and list- 
ened with such delight to the low, lively 
twitter, that no prince ever heard a first- 
rate flute-player with more pleasure. 

His grandfather’s name-feast came 
round again. The grandfather looked, 
one Sunday evening, in the almanac, and 
said, “Ah ! how time slips away Next 
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Tuesday is Saint Martin’s day. How 
different since last year. Then my deal 1 
Elizabeth was alive, and we ate together 
the Martinmas goose which she had spe- 
cially fatted for my festival. now — 



it will be a sad festival Nothing is right 

when there is no housewife to look after 

the household. We cannot even observe 

the good old custom of eating a goose on 
18 
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St. Martin’s night ; I had forgotten it, 
and it is now too late.” He put on his 
green uniform in rather low spirits, and 
went to the Golden Eagle, where on 
Sunday evenings he sometimes read the 
newspaper to the peasants, and related 
his campaigning adventures to them. 

The grandfather had scarcely left the 
house, when yo; ig Adolphus, the son of 
the Lord of WVdberg, who lived in the 
castle on the hill, entered the door to 
order a pair of pipe-bowls according to 
the pattern he carried. Little Martin 
was just then playing with his robin, 
which had flown on to his finger, and 
was picking some bruised hemp-seed from 
his hand. 

“ What will you take for the bird ?” 
said Adolphus. “It is very tame ; I will 
buy it from you.” — “ I set great value on 
him,” answered Martin, stroking the bird’s 
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feathers with the finger of his othei 
hand: “I cannot sell him for any price.” 
But the rich young gentleman begged 
again and again, and offered him a florin. 
Then the thought struck Martin that for 
a florin he might buy a goose, and so 
afford his grandfather an unexpected 
pleasure. He therefore gave the bird to 
the young gentleman, charging and beg- 
ging him most earnestly to treat the 
gentle little creature well. “ Take good 
care,” said he, <r that the cats in the castJe 
do not get near him ; and lest they should, 
do not cut his wings.” 

Martin now went from house to house 
to find a goose for sale. A farmer’s 
wife had one fat goose left ; but she 
said she could not sell it for less than a 
crown. Martin said sorrowfully, that he 
had no more than a florin, and told how 

he had sold his bird, in order to provide 

‘20 


Digitized by Google 


THE REDBREAST. 


a treat for his grandfather. This pleased 
■the woman. “ Well,” said she, “ for your 
love for your grandfather, you shall have 
the goose for a florin.” 

Martin thanked her joyfully, and said 
he would come for the goose the next 
■evening. 

The evening before the long-expected 
feast, little Martin came solemnly with 
the well-fatted goose under his arm into 
the room, repeated a salutation to his 
grandfather, which, at Martin’s earnest 
request, the schoolmaster had composed 
in pretty verse, but which the goose, to 
the boy’s great annoyance, several times 
interrupted with its gabbling. At the 
end of the speech, Martin, with a low 
bow, offered his grandfather the goose as 
a gift for his feast-day. 

The old man, who w r as a great sticklei 
for honesty, at first was not pleased 
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He had some suspicions, and spoke tc 
the boy very sharply. “ Where did you 
get the goose, or the money for it?” 
exclaimed he with great earnestness, 
standing up from his arm-chair, and rais- 
ing his hazel stick with a threatening air. 
He still could wield the corporal’s stick 
right well, though he had had no need to 
use it with his good-hearted, obedient 
nephew. Martin was silent. “ Where 
did you get it ?” repeated the old man in 
his deep expressive tones ; “ tell me !” 
Martin recounted the sale of his dear 
robin. His grandfather was much touched, 
and wiped away a tear from his musta- 
chios, which had fallen during the rela- 
tion. “Bravo!” he exclaimed, “you have 
done well. I am delighted that you love 
your grandfather so much. Martin’s night 
will yet be a joyful feast for me — a real 

festival for my heart. Go now and put 
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the goose for the present into the empty 
coop.” 

As the lad turned away, the grand- 
father said to himself, “ That boy has a 
heart that is worth more than gold. 
What he has done is an act worthy of 
St. Martin. St. Martin gave half his 
cloak to the beggar; but this lad gave 
away his whole delight to gratify his 
grandfather. My holy Patron will not 
take it amiss, that I should say that this 
boy has done almost more than holy 
Martin, who, if I remember right, was a 
soldier too ! The boy will yet be a great 
man.” 

The grandfather, who in his campaigns 
had often cooked, and still exercised his 
skill, prepared himself this unusual dish, 
and during the dinner gave the nicest 
part to his grandson. Whilst they were 

fritting at table, there came, quite unex- 
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peetedly, a servant from the castle with 
a bottle of wine, and said that his master 
and mistress had learned from the young 
Baron Adolphus, how little Martin had 
sold his pretty robin to buy a goose for 
his grandfather’s day ; and that they sent 
the corporal a glass of wine to drink with 
it, and wished him the compliments of his 
feast. The old man felt much gratified 
by this favor, and little Martin too re- 
joiced that his robin had procured his 
grandfather not only a roast goose, but 
also a draught of good wine besides. 

Poor Martin, however, missed his dear 
little bird sadly ; he could hardly bear to 
look at the fir-tree which stood solitary 
and deserted in the corner of the room. 
One evening the grandfather and his 
grandson were sitting round the fire. A$ 
the sky was cloudy, it was dark earlier 
than usual, and they had therefore lit the 
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fire the sooner. It was a very bittei 
November evening ; it snowed and rained 
together ; the storm whistled and roared 
as though it would carry their cottage 
away. On a sudden little Martin ex- 
claimed, “ Oh ! there’s a bird at the win- 
dow ; he is pecking against the glass as if 
he wanted to be let in.” He opened the 
window — the bird flew in — and who can 
describe the boy’s joy when in the bird 
he recognised his beloved robin ! He 
had tied a thread of red silk round its 
foot, by which he would have known it 
even if he did not otherwise recognise it. 
“Oh, you dear little fellow,” exclaimed 
he, “ so you have come back ! You have 
not forgotten your Martin. How did 
you find out our house again ? Do you 
love this humble roof better than the 
stately castle ? Well, well, we too have 
a warm room here for winter, warm 
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soup, to eat our fill, and, what is bettei 
than all, a light heart. And who need 
wish for more ?” 

He stretched out his hand, and the bird 
flew to him. “ Would you not like,” said 
he, “ to stay here ? But you don’t under- 
stand any better : Alas ! I cannot keep 
you here ; that were but to steal you. I 
must — must take you back again. Ah,” 
sighed he, and he pressed the little bird 
to his moist cheek, “ you don’t know how 
hard it is for me to part with you ; but it 
must be.” 

“ Bravo, boy !” said his grandfather, 
“ that is right ; that is your duty. Take 
the bird back therefore, at once ; else it 
will be harder for you to do so. What 
is not ours should never stay a night 
under our roof. And make haste to be 
back before it becomes quite night.” 

Martin took his new fur cap, which 
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his grandfather had made him a present 
of on his Patron-day, and ran through 
the rain and snow up to the castle. 
Little Adolphus was delighted when he 
saw the bird again in the boy’s hand. 
But his mother, who was sitting on a 
sofa at work before a .table on which 
stood two bright wax candles, was much 
pleased with the honesty of the lad. 

“You have done very well, my little 
fellow,” said she, “in bringing back the 
bird. You might easily have kept it 
without our knowing any thing about it. 
Nay, even if I had seen it in your house, 
I should, have thought it was another 
robin. But I should never have thought 
that so little a bird would have had such 
affection for men, and that he would have 
been able to find out again the house 
where he had been kindly received and 
»reated. Since so little a creature is not 
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destitute of feeling, but is grateful and 
affectionate, how much more should men 
be so !” 

When Mart’n had given the bird up to 
the young Baron Adolphus, his coun- 
tenance was very sorrowful. But the 
lady said to Adolphus, “ Dear Adolphus, 
you see the poor robin was the poor lad’s 
whole joy ; he sold it, as you well know, 
sorely against his inclination, to afford 
pleasure to his grandfather. You al- 
lowed the bird to escape through your 
forgetfulness, but it was so fond of him, 
that it returned of his own accord. He 
has been so honest as to bring it back, 
though he loved it dearly and would so 
gladly have kept it. Now, would it be 
right to take the bird from him again ?” 

“Oh no,” exclaimed Adolphus, “it 
would not be fair. There, good Martin, 

lake your robin again; I make you » 
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present of it, as a reward for your hon- 
esty.” Martin was unwilling to accept 
of the robin, for which the young baron 
nad paid so dear. But Adolphus insisted. 
“ Take it, take it,” said he, “ and the 
next robin you catch, you can bring it to 
me.” 

Martin was highly delighted. “ If you 
had given me the whole castle,” said he, 
“ you could not have done me a greater 
favor.” But the lady, who was even 
more pleased with the noble sentiments 
of her son, than Martin with his robin, 
went to her desk, and taking a bright 
piece of gold, gave it to Martin, saying, 
“ Since my Adolphus knows so well how 
to appreciate your excellent heart, and 
has given you the bird as a reward for 
your honesty, how could his mother leave 
you unrewarded! Take this gold; for 
vour honor is more precious than gold.” 
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Martin came down the castle hill at 
full speed, jumping for joy, and almost 
burst the door in. “ I have the robin 
here again,” said he ; “ this is the third 
time that he comes under our roof He 
is really a lucky bird. See here, grand- 
father, what he has brought me !” 

He held out the gold coin to his grand 
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father, and said, “Is it not a beautiful 
piece of gold ? You must take it — I arn 
rich enough in having my dear little bird 
back again.’' 

“ You see,” said his grandfather, “ that 
what I always tell you is true. The 
noble lady, too, prized honor more than 
gold. All good men think so. So thought 
the good king too, whose image is on 
this coin, whom I once had the honor to 
serve. Look at his portrait 1 he seems 
as if he were going to speak ; and if he 
could speak, he would say, what old cor- 
poral Frank always says, ‘My lad, be 
always an honorable man.’ With this 
money I will get you a new uniform. 
This coat will be a true dress of honor for 
you : for you have won it by your honor- 
able conduct. Take care, during your 
whole life, never to wear any thing but 
what is acquired by honor and honesty ” 
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But his robin produced more than a 
dollar to the noble-minded little Martin. 
He and his grandfather were, by this in- 
cident, brought under the notice of the 
owners of the castle. One fine winter’s 
morning, the family went out to walk, and 
chanced to pass by Martin’s house. The 
young baron said, “I should like to see 
whether the robin is aiive!” They en- 
tered, and the Baron von Waldberg, who 
hitherto had known Corporal Frank only 
by sight, entered into conversation with 
him, inquired about his campaigns, and 
was highly pleased with him. Henceforth 
he always stopped to speak to him, as he 
went to shoot in the wood, and often came 
to his house to order a pipe-bowl, and 
watched him at work, talking to him for 
hours together. Adolphus, too, often came 
with him, played with Martin, and fre- 
quently invited him to come to the castle. 
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Meanwhile the grandfather felt more 
and more the weight of years, and it 
became the whole wish of his heart to 
provide well for his grandson before his 
death. He had always thought, till now, 
that Martin might support himself by 
making boxes and pipes. But other in- 
dustrious people in the village, who were 
employed in field labor in summer, and 
had nothing to do in winter, had taken 
to this trade after the example of the 
thrifty soldier. There was not so good 
a sale therefore for boxes and pipes, now 
that they had become more common. 
The grandfather therefore often thought 
of getting his grandson taught some other 
trade, which might require more know- 
ledge and skill, but which would support 
a man better. But he had given so 
•much to his son and laughter, tha* he 
nad but little left foi himself, and his 
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grandson, Martin, had so many brothers 
and sisters, that his parents had enough 
to do to maintain them all. The good 
old man, therefore, could see no way to 
get the fee and expenses to be paid 
with little Martin for teaching him a 
trade. 

Just at this time young Martin, who 
was now fourteen years old, came one 
day to the castle to compliment the 
young Baron Adolphus on his birthday. 
Adolphus showed him a beautiful wri- 
ting-desk, most exquisitely made, which 
his father had given him as a birthday 
present. “ The most skilful artisan in 
town, made it,” said Adolphus: “how do 
you like it ?” 

Martin examined the desk with great 
care “ This is beautiful wood,” he ex- 
claimed ; “ I never saw finer ! The other 
wood is beautiful. This dark brown, is 
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walnut ; the red, cherry ; the yellow, 
pear ; and this nice white is of the plane- 
tree.” 

The Baron von Waldberg, who 
chanced at this moment to enter the 
room, wondered how Martin came to 
know the names of all these woods, and 
said, “ Who taught you all this so well ?” 
“My grandfather, Sir,” answered Mar- 
tin. “I have made a collection of all 
sorts of wood that grow in our forests 
and orchards. They are only boards, 
but they are made into little pieces, just 
like the pretty books on the desk there, 
and are ranged in a row just like them. 
They look just like books ; the bark, 
which I have left on them, is for the 
backs, and the rest of the wood, which 
I have polished nicely, is for the cover 
and the leaves.” 

Baron von Waldberg thought that he 
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could not celebrate his son’s birth-day 
better than by an act of generosity. 

“Well, Martin,” said he, “you under- 
stand the different kinds of wood very 
well. I know, too, that you can make 
pipe-bowls very cleverly ; but such a 
desk as that is a far finer piece of work. 
Would you like to learn this trade and 
be a cabinet-maker ?” 

“ That I would,” said Martin. “ There 
is nothing I would like better; but my 
grandfather cannot afford th w atlU ney for 
my prentice-fee.” 

“Well, then,” said the baron, “as for 
the fee, I will provide that. If your 
grandfather agrees, I will have you bound 
apprentice to the master who made that 
desk.” 

Martin was delighted with this offer, 
and his grandfather, too, thought it most 
fortunate, or rather an interposition of 
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God’s bounteous providehce ; and ex 
horted his grandson to thank God with 
his whole heart for so great a favor. 

Martin learned his business ; in three 
years became a journeyman, travelled 
into foreign countries, and returned at 
length to the great joy of his old grand- 
father, a healthy, virtuous young man, 
well clad, and in the bloom of youth 
and health, and very skilful in his trade. 
The Baron von Waldberg was highly 
pleaded with the first specimen of work 
which he ordered. 

“Well, my good Martin,” said he, “ it 
has long been my wish to have a skilful 
cabinet-maker in this village. I will 
assist you to open a workshop of your 
own.” The old house was rebuilt. Baron 
von Waldberg supplied him with all 
necessary wood without any expense, 

and the young tradesman executed all 
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his work with his own hands : he soon 
found abundant employment, for he was 
as moderate in his charges as skilful ; 
and in the course of time he married 
the daughter of one of the burghers of 
the town, a very virtuous, prudent, and 
industrious girl. 



His grandfather, now a venerable old 
man, lived to see this happiness, and 
dwelt with his grandson in the new 
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house, highly honored and beloved. 
Martin was also able to do great service 
to his parents and his brothers and sis- 
ters. 

On one occasion, when Martin had 
invited his parents, his sisters, and all 
the rest of his relations, to eat a Martin’s 
goose together, on his grandfather’s Pa- 
tron-day, and they were all happy and 
joyous, the grandfather said, “ This is 
very likely the last time in my life, that 
I shall see all my children collected 
around one table ! With joy do I re- 
member, when Martin, then a little boy, 
for love of me sold his Robin Redbreast 
to procure me a happy St. Martin’s 
evening. Under God’s providence, that 
bird was the first cause of Martin’s good 
fortune. God has rewarded his love for 
me, his honor, his industry, and his good 
conduct, and placed him in a position 
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to make the evening of my life happy, 
and to afford valuable assistance to you 
all. Now shall I die contented, since He 
who taketh care of the birds of the air, 
hath, by means of a Robin Redbreast^ 
so lovingly provided for us all" 
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Life of St. Mart/ of Egypt OO 

“ “ Winefride 00 

“ “ Louis 40 

“ “ Alphonsus M. Liguori. 75 

“ “ Ignatius Loyola. 2 

vols B OO 

Life of Blessed Virgin 75 

Life of Madame de la Peltrie . . . 50 

Lify of Israpf . 22 Engravings 75 

Life S'ories of Dying Penitents. 75 

Love of Mary 50 

Love (if Christ 50 

Life of Pope Pius IX 1 00 

Lentm Manual 50 

Lizzie Maitland. A Tale 75 

Little Frank. A Tale 5C 


Catholic Prayer-Books , 25o , 50c., up to 12 00 
KW~ Any of above books sent free by mail on receijjt 
of )rice. Agents wanted everywhere to sell above 
books, to whom liberal terms will be given. Address 
J. KENEDY, Excelsior Catholic Publishing 
House, 5 Barclay Street, New York 
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Little Catholic Hymn-Book. . .$0 10 
Lyra Catholica (large Hymn-Book;.. 75 


Mission and Duties of Young 

Women CO 

Maltese Cross. A Tale 40 

Manual of Children of Mu ry SO 

Mater Ad mi rahil is 1 SO 

Mysteries of the ltu ar nation. 

(St. Liguori ) 75 

Month of November .. 40 

Month of Sacred Heart of Jesus. SO 

“ “ Mary ; SO 

Manual of Controversy 75 

Michael Dwyer • An Irish Story of 

1798 ..1 00 

Milner 9 s End of Controversy 7S 

May Brooke ; or, Conscience. A 
Tale 1 00 


New Testament 


SO 


Oramaika. An Indian Story 75 

Old Andn tv the Weaver SO 

Preparation for Death • St. Li- 
gut ri 75 


Catho'.ic Prayer-Bocks, 26c., 60c., up to 12 00 
I '3BT Any of above books sent free by mail on receipt 
of prirt Agents wanted everywhere to sell above 
books, to whom liberal terms will be given. Address 
F# J. ExctNor Catholic Publishing 

House, f Barclay street, York. 
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Prayer* By St. Liguori $0 50 

P ' pi st Misrepresented 25 

Poor Man 9 s Catechism 75 

ltosary Book* 15 Illustrations 10 

Home : Its Churches, Charities, and 
Schools. By Rev. Wm. H. Neligan, 

LL.D 1 00 

Rodriguez 9 s Christian Perfec- 
tion. 8 vols. Only complete edition .. 4 00 
Rule of Life. St. Liguori 40 

Sure Way ; or. Father and Son • 25 

Scapular Hook 10 

Spirit of St. Liguori 75 

Stations of the Cross. 14 Illustra- 
tions 10 

S pi rit ual M ax i ms. (St. V incent de 

Paul) 40 

Saintly Characters. By Rev. Wm. 

H. Neligan, LL.D 1 00 

Seraphic Staff ... 25 

“ M tnual , 75 cts. to .? 00 

Sermons of Father Burke , plain. 2 OO 
“ “ “ gilt edges.? OO 

Schmid 9 s Exquisite Tales. 6 vols..? OO 
Shipwreck. A Tale 50 

Catholic Prayer-Books, 25c., 50c., up to 12 01* 
| '3BT Any of above books sent free by mail on receipt 
of price. Agents wanted everywhere to sell above 
book*, to whom liberal terms will be given. Address 
P. J. KENEDY. Excelsior Catholic Publishing 
House. J5 Barclay Street , New Yor? 0 - 
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Savages Poems $2 00 

Sybil: A Drama. By John Savage. . ., 75 


Treatise ow Sixteen Names of 
Ireland. By Rev. J. O’Leary, D. D. 30 
Two Cottages, By Lady Fullerton. . 50 

Think Well On 9 1, Large type 40 

Thornherry Abbey. A Tale 50 

'Three Eleanors, A Tale 75 

Trip to France, Rev. J. Douelan.. 1 OO 
Three Kings of Cologne SO 

Universal Header — . 50 

Vision of Oltl Andrew the 

Weaver 50 

Visits to the Blessed Sacrament. 40 

Willy Beilly, Paper cover 50 

Way of the Cross, 14 Illustrations, 5 
Western Missions and Mission - 

aries 2 00 

Walker 9 s Dictionary 75 

Young Captives, A Tale 50 

Youth 9 s Director 50 

Young Crusaders, A Tale 5o 


Catholic Prayrr-Books , 25c., tO c., up to 12 00 
Any of above books sent free by mail on receipt 
of price. Apei.rs wanted everywhere to sell above 
books, to whom liberal terms will be given. Address 
P. J. KGNKM, Excelsior Catholic Publishing 
House, & Barclay Street, New York . 
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